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May it be like an amulet 

To keep thee from despair ; 
To comfort thee in sorrow's hour, 
To guard against temptation's power, 
And teach thee never to forget 
That God is over all. — H. H. 
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"We find these poems of sentiment by Hattie Howard entirely 
natural, spontaneous, direct, rhythmical, and free from ambitious 
pretense. Many of the fanciful verses have a laugh at the end ; 
and the collection has altogether a sunny, hopeful spirit and will 
be welcome in this time of generally morbid expression." 

"This author's verse shows a hearty, wholesome, Jiuman spirit, 
sometimes overflowing into downright fun, and a straightforward 
directness always. It is a pleasant book, sure to be welcomed 
by all." 

"These garnered gems reveal a genuine poetic faculty, and 
are worthy their attractive setting. We ^ive the book a hearty 
welcome." 

"Many of the poems abound in playful humor or tender 
touches of sympathy which appeal to a refined feeling, and 
love for the good, the true, and the beautiful." 

"This poet's ear is so attuned to metric harmony that she 
must have been born within sound of some osier-fringed brook 
leaping and hurrying over its pebbly bed. There is a variety of 
subject and treatment, sufficient for all tastes, and these are 
poems which should be cherished." 

"Lovers of good poetry will herald with pleasure this new 
and attractive volume by the well-known authoress of Hartford. 
A wooing sentiment and genial spirit seem to guide her in every 
train of thought. Her book has received, and deserves, warm 
commendations of the press." 
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The odor of blossoms is in the air 
From over the prairie — I wonder where 
Is the bountiful chalice that loves to bear 
Of such ambrosia for all to share; 
Down in the meadow the grass is green, 
Over the valley the wind is keen, 
And wafts from many a rural scene 
The scented breath of the orchard queen. 

By spring's soft fingers the buds caressed 
By rain and sunshine and all the rest. 
Behold the orchards in beauty dressed. 
Bouquets of splendor on Nature's breast! 
Drinking the dew drop, the warmth, the light 
Growing in loveliness day and night. 
With linings of pink in their cups of white. 
Are apple blossoms a beauteous sight. 
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The trees are loaded; and clustering high 
Are flowers that love to be near the sky; 
Some are hidden so coy and shy 
In their leafy screen from the passer-by; 
Some have emptied their hearts and fled, 
Spilling their fragrance as if they said, 
We shall be cherished when we are dead 
Foi; the grace and redolence round us shed. 

Ah, down in their hearts they do not know 
How they carry me back to the long ago, 
When I used to wander with health aglow 
Where nothing now but the brambles grow; 
And I wish the days could come back once more 
When apple blossoms beside our door 
Their delicate fragrance seemed to pour 
In at the window and over the floor. 

The rose is lifting its stately head. 
And pinks are blushing almost to red. 
The violet smiles in its grassy bed, 
A modest flower so perfectly bred, 
And the honeysuckle hangs on the wall; 
They bloom, they perish, and that is all, 
But apple blossoms to me recall 
The Autumn fruitage, the golden Fall, 
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Of one we read in Holy Writ, 

Whose supplications and whose tears 

Secured the blessing infinite 

Of length of life - — in added years. , 

What strange emotions must have swept 
Through Hezekiah's frame subdued 

By sickness, when his pulses leapt 

With Budden throb of strength renewed ! 

Transgressors oft, condemned to die, 
Through clemency may pardon gain; 

When, rescued thus, if far or nigh 
Their end be, none may ascertain. 

But revelation unaware. 

As true as ever prophet's word, 
Recalled the monarch from despair 

And dissolution — thence deferred. 

Were ours the privilege like His 

The solemn certainty to know. 

Where lie those unseen boundaries 

That circumscribe Life's ebb and flow, 
*1 
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Should we sit down with folded hands, 
In our ascension robes arrayed, 

Like those deluded souls whose plans 
Have erst miscarried and delayed? 

Those Millerites who to a day 

Had fixed the world's millennium; 

And on an Island far away 

Awaited Him — who did not come. 

A skeptic world irreverent was, 
And obvious error ill-condoned. 

Since they could give no lucid cause 
For this sublime event postponed. 

Thus vain the task must ever be 
To lift the veil, and penetrate 

The dim, dark lines of Destiny, 
The awful mystery of Fate. 

Far worthier just to follow on 

Where duty's pathway plainly lies, 

Till, each day surer, nearer drawn. 
We reach the gates of Paradise. 



AT THE HOME AND TOMB OF WASHINGTON. H 

Mount Vernon's lovely slopes I climbed, and lingered 
where 

Potomac's waters smile and ripple by, 
And through an iron-grated door beheld a pair 

Of stainless white sarcophagi. 

There, side by side disposed, those marble caskets 
seemed 

Like twin companions; as, in manor life. 
Of quiet union in the grave must oft have dreamed 

Its silent tenants, man and wife. 

Sun, moon, and shining stars are privileged like friends 
To look within the crypt and light the gloom. 

And Zephyrus stoops low to kiss the flowers, and sends 
A waft of delicate perfume. 

Soft summer winds seemed whispering through an- 
cestral trees 

Plantation melodies of days agone. 
As if contented slaves yet sang in languid ease 

About the home of Washington. 
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But slave or master give no more with courteous grace 
Respect and welcome unto friend or guest: 

Where hospitality abode is now the place 
Of wide and mournful interest. 

Sweet memory shall evermore her garlands twine 
For those who lie in earth-forgetting sleep, 

And stranger hands to-day for sake of Auld Lang 
Syne 
The spot from desolation keep. 

Apart from mausoleum walls and shrouds of snow 
Long since that perished with the forms interred, 

I thought of those historic faces years ago 
By Stuart faithfully transferred. 

Uprose the classic features, framed against the sky, 
The stately head outlined in azure space, 

And like an angel vision radiant on high, 
A woman's loveliness and grace. 

Our legacy are they, but what of intellect, 
Ambition, rectitude and valor great? 

Yea, all that true incarnate majesty reflect, — 
Can these with dust assimilate ? 
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Nay, there hath dawned an era brilliant as a star, 
Prosperity's glad reign o'er regions vast. 

And types of character which but the reflex are 
Of genius, strength, and glory past. 

For there are happy firesides in Columbia's land 
Where children gather at the parent's knee 

To learn of him, the chieftain gone, and understand 
How he made way for liberty. 

Oh, could that mighty Power which in Creation's day 
From nothingness a world in beauty brought, 

Reanimate that bit of senseless, sleeping clay 
And wake the brain to active thought; 

Could he, dear Pater Patriae, like Lazarus 

In linen garments wrapped of cerement fold, 

From his sepulchral home come forth and walk with 
us. 
What marvels should his eyes behold ! 

No glittering pageantry nor martial cavalcade. 

But Peace, sweet benison from bondage grown; 

A peerless commonwealth, its sure foundation laid 
On Freedom's massive comer-stone. 
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A friend in need ! ah, such an one 

Is like the blessing of the sun, 

Illuming to the weary eye 

Its little patch of sterile sky, 

And making blossoms flourish where 

Was erst all verdureless and bare. 

A friend in need! whsit fancies cling 
To the name, the being, to everything 
That so embodies in kindly deeds 
A meaning deeper than all the creeds; 
That so unites with graceful tact 
The good intent, the generous act. 

Sordid and selfish one mav live 

And never unto others give. 

But such thereby a debtor is 

To Life's untold necessities; 

For who his square account would make 

In equity must give and take. 

Yet there are friends, and friends, and some 
That seem to us half -willing come. 
And in the exigence of need 
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Our deep distresses lightly heed, 

And give relief — give they at all — 

So charily, so very small. 

Yet there are others, thanks to Heaven, 
In whom such blessedness is given. 
Who seek to share the heavy load 
Along the wry and rugged road, 
And every step with flowers bestrew 
Because it is their nature to. 

O could the helpful heart and hand 
Half realize or understand 
How gratitude comes bubbling up 
From Life's replenished, brimming cup, 
By reflex theirs a joy would be 
Exhalant as sweet memory. 
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" Jltitttmtx Scanty/' 

Lite lovely maids capricious, 

In garniture of balls, 
Who, when the fete is over, 

Go straight to convent walls; 
As pious novices, no more 

To dance and sing and smile. 
Determined to give up the world 

In splendid style; 

So seems this autumn beauty 

Elate with gay desire 
To startle earth with splendor 

Around the funeral pyre. 
So is the ever marvelous 

Decadence of the year: 
Her richest charms in brilliance glow 

Then dull and sere. 

I wonder why romancers, 

In stories of the day. 
Comparisons to look for, 

Should go so far away; 
As if elysian part of earth 

Were its antipodes. 
And one must go to foreign shores 

For similes. 
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can it be that Bhineland^ 
With valleys green and fair, 

With snowy-crested mountains, 

And castles everywhere. 
Can show like these, in counterpart, 

A poet's wildest dream — 
The Catskill heights, the Navesink, 

And Hudson's stream ? 

1 dream of Western forests, 
And wander night and day 

' Mong hickories and maples. 

Where autumn's covering lay 
Like Persian textiles, o'er the scenes 

That memory endears — 
The sweet geography and chart 

Of early years. 

My native land, Columbia, 

The fairest ever trod ! 
And all the tramps of tourists 

Or "Innocents Abroad," 
Enhanced by lurid limnings drawn 

From Germany or Rome, 
Cannot portray, as nature does. 

The charm at home. 
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%\ixtz S^coxt and ^n. 

Here's to the man of magnificent prime, 

Three score and ten by the dial of time, 

But we con amove a decade or two, 

Would turn back the hands and declare them untrue. 

Say naught of age or of dotage to him, 
Youthful in spirit and agile of limb. 
Born with the freshness that never decays, 
Heightened and softened in mystical ways. 

Is there elixir like Gilead balm 
Potent the petulant being to calm? 
Strengthen the body, the vision renew, 
Give to the cheek its incarnadine hue ? 

O if a myth could be proven a truth, 
Showing the fount of perennial youth ! 
O if the secret could ever be told 
How to grow charmingly, gracefully old ! 

Laden with blessings, with happiness rife. 
So seem the days of the years of his life ; 
Angels of tenderness treading on flowers, 
So have departed the tiptoeing hours. 
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Never a thread of his silvery hair, 
Never a wrinkle is due to despair; 
Maybe the weight of beneficent thought 
Silently, strangely the marvel hath wrought. 

Saddened by sorrow or burdened by care, 
Never a trace of the trouble is there; 
Only the smile of contentment and love, 
Only the peace that is bom from above. 

Earth, be thou kind to so faithful a friend ! 
Honor and goodness his pathway attend; 
Comforting memories let him recall, 
Make his remaining days brightest of all. 

Heaven, when life like a river shall be 
Lost in the surge of eternity's sea, 
Take him, O take him up near to thy throne. 
Keep him forever, thy loved and thine own. 
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"WdSL^iVLVs itt a 3aamc? 



Sometimes I think no sweeter name 
Was ever heard than Violet, Violet; 
Perhaps because it brings to mind 
The lovely little flower that grew 
Abont my childhood's home, 
Its head so modestly inclined 
As if afraid of sun and dew, 
Its eyes of deep, delicious blue 
As yon cerulean dome. 

And then its rare companion-name, 
The pearl-suggestive Margaret, Margaret, 
The image of a lovely girl 
Of sainted memory recalls; 
Herself like pearls as fair. 
With golden hair as close in curl 
As that of red-lipped waxen dolls. 
Her laugh like rippling waterfalls 
Adown some rocky stair. 

But, after all, " What's in a name ? " 
My neighbor's daughter Violet, Violet, 
Is not the pensive, azure-eyed 
Embodiment of loveliness 
That nestles in my dreams; 
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Ah, no I jet orbs long lashes hide, 
Her hair is like an ebon streak 
Above her brow, her blushing cheek 
The rose of Sharon seems. 

I love the pure, pearl-tinted name, 
A sister lives in Margaret, Margaret; 
But one, as raw as sauer-kraut, 

"With freckled face and top-knot red 
As any autumn-leaf. 
Who slings th0 frying-pans about. 
With saucy pertness tossed her head 
When asked her name, and curtly said, 
" It's Peggy ! '' — (Peg, in brief.) 
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My sunny south windows I would not exchange 
For a picture by Baphael drawn; 
For they let in the light, 
Making everything bright; 
They open a vista of exquisite range 
And frame a magnificent lawn. 

« 
My neighbor who sits with his face to the north 
Knows not that the springtime is here, 
For billow of snow 
Rolled under his low 
Stone casement is lying, and venturing forth 
He shrinks from the chill atmosphere. 

While over the way where I bathe in the sun 
An emerald carpet is spread 
On the mellowing mold. 
Early flowers unfold, 
And sweeter than Orphean strains has begun 
The rapturous concert overhead. 
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My sunny south windows I would not exchange 
For St. Peter's grand apertures 
All engraven and veined 
And lavishly stained 
To mate the interior solemn arid strange, 
And faces as dusky as Moors. 

O " Let there be light I '^ the Creator's command 
Is blest to the children of men, 
For without the rare boon 
Of the sun and the moon 
Would earth be a gloomy and desolate land, 
A dwelling place dark as a den. 
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As now and then at close of day 

Adown the avenue I stray, 

I meet young ladies by the way 

Pretty as they can be. 
But, ah, so dashing, pert, and gay, 
AVith flaunt and flirt and cool survey 
To passers-by they seem to say. 

Behold me! 

Maybe an extra flounce or bow, 
A ribbon or a smart chapeau 
Sets off the jaunty figure, so 

That none may fail to see. 
And thus by ostentatious show 
They speak the louder, just as though 
Bore each a banner, saying, O, 

Admire me! 

Are they so innocent of guile 

They do not know that thus the vile 

Comport themselves — in vulgar style 

And silly, simpering way? 
And fops may follow^ them a mile 
But for a flippant bow or smile. 
And think less of them all the while 

They do say. 
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A foolish flirt can none deny 
Is like the showy butterfly 
With gaudy wing and saucy eye, 

Whose life appears to be 
But just an idle fluttering by 
Its little self to satisfy, 
To flaunt, and flit, thus live and die 

Aimlessly. 

But there is one in quiet dress, 
To me the pink of loveliness. 
Who holds my heart in dear duress 

By her sweet modesty. 
That vaunteth not of loud excess. 
But look and manner coalesce 
This happy meaning to express. 

Respect me! 

When she steps forth her home thereat 
The multitude in careless chat 
Stand back as if an autocrat 

In state were passing by; 
While gallant manhood lifts his hat, 
His trembling heart all pit-a-pat, 
And says. For such a girl as that — 

Yes, Fd die! 
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giddy girls upon the street ! 
With beck and nod for all you meet, 
Who even dare the stranger greet, 

Remember this — It will be 
The maiden modest and discreet 
Whose grace the suitor shall entreat 
While honest lips this vow repeat, 

I love thee! 



His mandolin a minstrel tunes 

Beneath my window, now and then. 
And plays such arias in June's 
Delicious mornings, golden noons. 

Or mellow sunset eves, that when 
The music dies away I stand 
Entranced and lost in wonderland. 

His face is evidence to me 

Of kinship with an alien race; 

Like dreams of sunny Tuscany 

Italia in his eyes I see. 

Fair fortune, and exalted place, 

TiU lured from his enchanting shore 

To be a wandering troubadour. 



MT TRO UBADO UR. 29 

He is not of the rude canaille 

The city's rookeries that infest — 

Obnoxious to the passer-by, 

Fastidious of mind and eye, 
By indiscreet or ribald jest; 

By garb defiled, and scent that speaks 

Ablutions shunned for weeks and weeks. 

His native grace is tantamount 

To that of cultured Chesterfield; 
For courtly earl nor polished count 
Could more obsequious drain the fount 

Of politessey if he had kneeled 
Before a throne with graceful mien. 
The favorite of his sovereign queen. 

His voice is like a vesper bell 

Eesounding o'er the distant bay; 
A tuberose graces his lapel — 
So sweet, so exquisite in smell 

It is no wonder people say 
This lovely blossom is " like death," 
Because — it takes away one's breath. 

Bewitching as his melody. 

This matchless master of his art 
Like music's self enraptures me; 
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But, in the midst of & 

A sudden pang distracts 'my heart. 
And I seem to see a score of graves 
' Neath Michigan's remorseless waves. 

Like him, a dark-eyed dileitante 

Enlivened once, as troubadour 
With song and dance exhilarant, 
Fair voyagers whose summer haunt 

Lay on the "Northern Isthmus" shore; 
More joyous souls were never met, 
Whose tragic fate can none forget. 

O hright young lives I beloved and lost ! 

Through all the years doth memory bear 
A thought of you, as billow-tosaed; 
That inland main who never crossed 

But sank 'mid shrieks of wild despair 
To die, to sleep in its watery bed 
Till the cruel sea gives up its dead, 

" A storm upon the lake I " no more 

The journals gave — no word, nor clue — 

Long after, floated to the shore 

A huge piano case that bore 

The name " Alpena " — and we knew 

That while the angry tempest roared 

The ship went down — with all on board. 



A COLD BLAST. 31 

It came with roaring wind and sleet 
That roused the soundest sleeper; 
It cleared the ground like coursers fleet, 
And clipped its pathway clear and neat 
As swaths new-cut through fields of wheat 
By the great McCormick reaper. 

It tied the telegraph in kifbts, 

The painted poles grew limber; 
It lifted shanties, barns, and cots. 
Triangle squares and corner lots, 
And with a sound like cannon-shots 

Mowed down the tallest timber. 

With desecrating hand it stole 

The steeples from the churches; 
It tolled the bells — no more to toll 
For any poor, departed soul — 
Then plunged them in an awful hole 

Made by uprooted birches. 

It shook its fist in busy marts 

Like some revengeful neighbor; 
And tore into a thousand parts 
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The grocer's and the baker's carts, 
Till apple-pie and jelly tarts 
Were cheap as Chinese labor. 

O, swifter than a forest flame 

With Boreas behind it. 
It went, like fury, as it came. 
And left to everlasting fame 
The terror of a dreadful name — 

The blizzard* — who can find it ? 

From underground and cellar-way, 

As limp as wilted lettuce 
Upon the hottest summer day, 
Came people out who tried to pray. 
But only mustered strength to say, 
" Thank God ! it didn't get us ! " 
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It is not that one's domicile 
Be ever immaculate, — 
No stain to cause regretful thrill, 
Nor broken cup or plate; 
The broom turned stiffly upside down, 
The muffins never a shade too brown. 
And the roly-poly the best in town. 

It is not that the parlor be 

Kept always in dark and gloom 
To morbid spirits dismally 
Suggesting a coffin-room: 
The chairs at angles so precise, 
The bric-a-brac all so rare and nice — 
Too delicate even to bear advice. 

It is not that the family group 
Be moulded to act by rule. 
Like little prigs who eat their soup. 
And dignified walk to school, — 
Who may not laugh, nor leap, nor stir. 
But deep displeasure to rouse in her. 
The not-able household manager. 
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O, wear and tear will have their way ! 

E'en " the high priest rent Ms clothes " 
And mildew, insect, and decay 
Disfigure the fairest rose; 
And good housekeepers, like you or I, 
May work and worry until we die. 
And something yet will go wrong and wry. 

The china will give itself a nick, 

And cookery tarnish gilt; 
The best of husbands, feigning sick, 
Lie down on the crazy quilt. 
The flies will revel like wicked elves; 
We may write our poems on pantry shelves, 
With finger crayons — but dust themselves. 

Then w^hat is good housekeeping, pray ? 

Why, only with quiet grace. 
To do what seemeth best each day 
To brighten Love's dwelling-place, — 
To keep it pure as yon azure dome. 
To make it so cheerful that none may roam 
Beyond a healthful and happy home. 



''OVERCOMING THE WORLD." 35 

Must we turn from the beauty and gladness of Earth, 
Imprison sweet laughter expressive of mirth, 
Be deaf to the birds in their primitive bowers. 
And think it a sin to admire the flowers ? 

The friends we love better than words can express. 
Who come at our call and return our caress. 
Whose joy is our pleasure, whose welfare our thought. 
Them shall we forsake for an anchoret's cot ? 

Shall our bodies, symmetric and beautiful, wear 
Habiliments only of woe and despair. 
And shrink from companionship over Life's road, 
Like nuns in the depth of their cloistered abode ? 

Who sighs to have Kved in those Puritan days 
Of notions ascetic and rigorous ways. 
When people believed it their duty to bear 
A visage suggesting a burden of care? 

Oh, where is the person that envies their lot, 
In pious devotion who never forgot 
To cover the flowers each Saturday night. 
And banish on Sunday the pictures from sight ? 
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Did they, like the Saviour, the world overcome ? 
We cannot believe that His nature was dumb, 
And unmoved by the grandeur of Palestine hills; 
By caroling songsters or whispering rills. 

And what by his blest admonition is meant, 

Who unto festivities innocent lent 

His sanction and presence, encouraging all 

To " be of good cheer " — that no ill should befall ? 

In fathomless streams' subterranean flow 
Are fishes on which never sunlight doth glow; 
And, ever in darkness, by foreknowledge wise 
These finny creations are made without eyes. 

And so, of Earth's loveliness were it designed 
We be not partakers, then we had been blind — 
Benumbed were the senses and dull were the ear 
If melody sweet it were sinful to hear. 

Oh, never be doleful ! — all nature is gay ! 
Her valleys and mountains seem ever to say, 
Vy ith voices that blend in harmonious accord, 
-Rejoice ye. His people — rejoice in the Lord ! " 









INCURABLE. 37 

Incurable! what sadder word 
From mortal lips was ever heard? 
It sounds like Hope's despairing knell 
Of agony — her last farewell. 

Incurable ! ah, therein lie 
Such questionings as never die! 
Why must disease and suffering be? 
The answer still — a mystery. 

Incurable ! is it to prove 
That we our neighbor truly love, 
That we may kindness exercise 
Forgetting self in sacrifice? 

The fact remains of human ill 
Beyond the reach of human skill; 
Of some that live and suffering bear 
But not beyond our tender care. 

Incurable! the need suggests 
For hapless, helpless, hopeless guests. 
Belief and shelter, warmth and cheer, 
Till Death at last draws kindly near. 
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So Homes we rear and dedicate 
To God — and the unfortunate; 
Tliey are His children, and may claim 
Our loving service, in His name. 

O men and women! all your wealth 
You'd give for perfect, painless health; 
Then give to those who never know 
From health or wealth what blessings flow. 

Incurable! it hath been said 
Of all the long-evanished dead, 
And people everywhere; of you 
Some day the sentence shall be true. 

Incurable ! O could it seem 
But as a brief, disturbing dream. 
And evermore the thought impel 
That up in Heaven shall all be well. 



THE LAZY MAN, 39 

I vow it makes my choler rise 

In disproportion to my size, 
And indignation flashes from my eye 
But just to see the lazy man go by. 

The good-for-nothing, vagrant shirk, 
Who dare not steal, who will not work. 
And yet proclaiming everywhere he goes 
That unto him the world a living owes. 

Away with him, the loafing crank! 

His very indolence is rank; 
" It smells to heaven,^' like putrefaction slow. 
Or butter churned a score of years ago. 

The lamp-post is his leaning tower, 

And he supports it by the hour. 
When he should be the maintenance instead 
Of helpless ones in need of daily bread. 

Did not our Lord example give. 
And teach man worthily to live, 
Who once the humble artisan became, 
And dignified the calling and the name ? 
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Then why should he, with honest sweat 
Whose listless face was never wet, 
Besiege the busy missionary's door. 
And tell his wants and his privations o'er, 

When industry from day to day 
But barely keeps the wolf away, 
And yet disdains to ask a single sou 
Except for useful service when 'tis due ? 

O, shif tlessness ! a stalwart man 
"With sinews like a Sullivan ! 
'Twould be humane to stir his lazy bones 
To healthful exercise in pounding stones. 

There comes a day when Death agrees 
To take him off, — his chief disease 
But self-debilitating, harmful sloth, 
Corroding ever soul and body both. 




THE GOOD WIFE, 41 
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As one upon a mountain top 

In heavenly attitude, 
She stands transfigured by the charm 

Of peerless womanhood. 

She does not cavil much about 

What woman's kindness is, 
But wields a power quite as great 

As titled royalty's. 

ISTot yearning for encomium 

ISTor stirred by thought of fame, 

She knoweth not how wide extends 
The honor of her name. 

For other households taking note 

Of all her works and ways, 
To emulation are impelled. 

And speak her worthy praise. | 

A sacred charge, she holds the love, 

Eegard and happiness 
Of him whose life with hers conjoined 

The hearth and home shall bless. 
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And many a bachelor forlorn, 

Her ministry to see, 
Would sacrifice his choicest rib 

For helpmeet such as she. 

Within her pew on Sabbath days. 

In reverent attitude, 
She looks the picture of a saint 

With holiness imbued; 

And wonders whom the preacher means, 
Who speaks of wedded life 

In scripture phrase, and well depicts 
The typical good wife. 

The husband hears, and understands 
To whom those words refer. 

And smiles content, because his heart 
" Doth safely trust in her." 



EAR VJE8T APPLES. 43 

His life is sadly incomplete, 
Wlio never sipped the flavored sweet 
From pericarp to blushing skin, 
Like garnered nectar hidden in 
Delicious harvest apples. 

With cherries ripe and rare and red, 
How soon may one be surfeited; 
And plums provoke an awful qualm, 
A puckered state unlike the calm 
Produced by harvest apples. 

And peaches on the taste will pall. 
And stir partakers as a squall 
Might agitate the ocean-breast; 
And thus mistakes are oft confessed 
By slighting harvest apples. 

The enterprising urchins know 
Just where and when they always grow; 
And, reckless of the owner's will, 
Themselves with after-panics fill. 
Purloining harvest apples. 
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"What " berry food " can so delight 
The all-insatiate appetite, 
While empty stands the cellar-bin 
From " middle-March " till coming in 
Of early harvest apples ? 

. And why will bilious beings eat 
A peck of grapes, then drink the sweet 
Elixir from a soda jet 
When alkali and salt are met 
In acid harvest apples? 

For ounces of prevention sure, 
Worth more than pounds of bitter cure 
For varied ills, within them lie; 
And so we fain would multiply 
The juicy harvest apples. 



SUGAR MAKING. 45 

Ho, for the woods ! with airy fleetness 

Follow the track of the birds and bees; 
There is a wealth of imprisoned sweetness 
Hid in the heart- of the maple trees, 
Waiting to be set free, 
Waiting for yon and me; 
Come by the fire-fly's lamp, 

Come at the morn's awaking, 
Down in the forest camp 
Join in the sugar-making. 

Drink, for the poplar trough runs over — 

Strange that the wilderness, bleak and bare. 
Offers a treat, in acres of clover 

Never distilled by sunlight and air; 
Fresh from its wounded side. 
Pure is the stream supplied. 
Wonderful is the tree 

Graceful and sturdy living. 
Ever so bountifully. 

Best of its life-blood giving. 

Moisture of marsh and leaves decaying. 
Dregs of the earth uplifted thus. 
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Purged, like the ores by fine assaying, 
Mingle such draughts nectareous, 
Cream of herbaceous things, 
Dainty of flavorings, 
Dropping from sumac spiles. 

Flowing by exudation, 
AVorthy the journey of miles 
But for the rich libation. 

Witches disport round caldrons seething 

Insectivora, adder, and frog; 
We, with rubicund faces, breathing 
Scent of sirup and smoke of log. 
Dance to the labor past. 
Sugaring off at last; 
Ho, for the budding spring. 

Season of efflorescence ! 
Hark, how the robins sing 
Over the sweet quintescence ! 
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" He did it just in spite; " 

The words she scarce could speak, 
Her color at its height; 
I saw her burning cheek, 
I watched her through the tearful interlude. 
And pondered on the monster he must be, 
So churlish toward a being such as she. 
So lovable and good. 

" For spite ! '' — the quick retort 

For some imagined wrong; 
Her letters were too short, 
The intervals too long; 
Some fancied bane without its antidote; 
The rash pretext that, by return of mail, 
A picture brought, a bunch of roses pale, 
A ring, a cruel note. 

The lovely figure drooped 

Its anguish to endure; 
I thought of him who stooped 
To show himself a boor; 
Of him, Apollo who might counterfeit. 
And yet contemptible and base and low. 
To break a heart by one unmanly blow 
Without repenting it. 
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" Spite ! " I disdain the word, 

I flout what it may mean; 
If ever thought is stirred 
By imps of ill unseen, 
Let these torment me not, revenge or hate; 
In holy truth, I'd sooner die to-night 
Than that my soul a sinful spark of spite 
Should dare to desecrate. 



Of all the types ungracious 

Of character I see, 
Unloving and unlovable. 
There's one I'd rather die than - 
Be. 

I wouldn't be a cynic, 

And store my treasure-vaults 
With foibles, innuendoes, and 
The world and everybody's — 
Faults. 



THE CYNIC. 49 

His own distorted vision 

Makes everything awry; 
Till symmetry and loveliness . 
Are viewed as with an evil — 
Eye. 

A soul as pure as snowflakes, 

Without a stain or blot, 
He scrutinizes with his glass 
And says : " I think I see a — 
Spot." 

A minister is saintlv, 

His eloquence like PauFs. 
The cynic nudges his confrere, 
" Say, did you notice how he — 
Drawls ? " 

She pirouettes, who earns her 

Living by her toes, 
Like fair Terpsichore herself — 
" But there's a pimple on her — 

Nose." 

The prima donna warbles 
Her solo, week by week. 
Until she rivals Philomel, 
To hear his " Goodness ! what a — 
Squeak ! " 
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And so, at all creation 

He carps, and cranes his neck; 
Unmindful that he is himself 
On earth a horrid little — 
Speck. 

Confusion take the cynic ! 

He's crabbed just because 
He never sees a bit of good, 
So eager bent on finding — 
Elaws. 

I'd rather be a pirate 

And terrorize the seas. 
Than such a cormorant on land 
Acerb as old Diogenes. 



A GmLVS GRIEF. 51 

^ (S!hiWs C5idet 

The sunlight lingered about the grass, 
Lit up wistaria's leaf and bloom, 

Touched golden curls in a tangled mass, 
And entered the door of a pleasant room. 

A child at play on the threshold sat. 

Swinging a gay ball to and fro, 
A kitten's forepaw, like a velvet bat, 

Making it vibrate fast or slow. 

A doll upright in its wicker chair. 

Type of a Lilliputian queen. 
As were it a happy copartner there, 

Made up the beautiful morning scene. 

With sullen visage and evil eye. 

Semblance of being disowned by God, 

Yet bearing his image, a man drew nigh, 
His heart as hard as the stones he trod. 

So base his nature, no part it held 

In pure diversion or simple joy. 
But malice the impious wish impelled 

The picture of happiness to destroy. 
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A hand outstretched like a venomed dart 
The child confronted and tore from her 

The one thing nearest her loving heart, 
That little creature of flesh and fur. 

The ringlets drooped to the very floor, 
The ball unheeded rolled away; 

Nor plea nor promise could cheer her more, 
Or rouse her mind to a thought of play. 

'No t^ar-drop started, or vehement sob. 
But ever and ever despairing moan. 

As if life went out with each anguish-throb, 
The only grief it had ever known. 

Oh I have seen faces blanched with fear. 
Ashen with anger and white with woe, 

But never a misery so severe, 

Never a sorrow that touched me so. 

And still through the mists of years I see 
That agonized look of terror wild. 

And think what a cruel thing it must be 
To crush the heart of a little child. 



SOMETIME. 63 

Into the busiest life is wrought. 

Like a thread of filmy lace 
In the warp of toil, the hopeful thought 

Of a rest some time and place. 

Scorning the shift of the idle Turk, 

Or the worthless vagabond. 
Stronger is purpose and will to work 

For the prospect bright beyond. 

Sure as the tick of the pendulum. 

At the turn of Fortune's tide. 
Drudgery ended, reward shall come. 

And pleasure so long denied. 

Unrelaxing from year to year. 

Ever a ^* sometime " in view, 
Hardship is easy and Life is dear. 

And courage revives anew. 

So is the hope to which we cling 

As a fern-leaf to its stem. 
More unto us than a realm to a king, 

A throne and a diadem. 

Beautiful dreaming! Earth is fair 
But by the promised glow, 
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There is a wayside inn somewhere 
That our weary feet shall know. 

Glorious sometime ! It may be 
When we enter the golden door, 

And the dying wave of a troubled sea 
Breaks on the blessed shore. 
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Bright spirit, thee my thoughts enshrine 
As one beloved so early drawn 

From earth away, 
Yet leaving of thyself benign 
A memory that shall go on 

Eor good for aye. 

In thy pure vision ranging wide. 
That swept the universe afar 

Of brilliant thought, 
"What jewel points were multiplied, 
Like corruseations from a star 

Sublimely caught. 

Was life too barren and too poor 
Thy longing soul to satisfy. 

And all it gave, 
But comfortless and insecure. 
And void compared to things that lie 

Beyond the grave ? 



TO ONE IN HE A YEN 65 

Was e^rth-companionship to thine 
Unhelpful and inadequate 

Thy wants to meet ? 
A nature grasping the divine 
Like those in blessedness who wait 

At Jesus' feet. 

Was it a pleasure to explore 
Sepulchral secrets all unknown 

To mortal eyes? 
Ah, no; ^twas but the entrance door 
Through which must each one pass alone 

To Paradise. 

A soul like thine could not delay 
Within the dark and narrow tomb, 

But hasten on 
Into the bright elysian day, 
Into the realms of fadeless bloom 

And cloudless dawn. 

Lo! there's a resurrection-tree 
Above thy grave in beauty grows, 

Its leaves unfold; 
Of hope and heaven it speaks to me, 
I smell the fragrance of the rose 

Above the mold. 
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Sometimes when I think of that old man. 
So harsh and cold and stern, 

I cannot bear to see his face, 
His name I almost spurn. 

And in the very bitterness 

Of soul I can but pray, 
" O God ! ere I become like him 

Take Thou my life away ! " 

Let me not live till earth appears 
A plague-spot to my sight; 

Let me not live and hated be 
As worse than poison-blight. 

Better beneath the clods and turf 

Unseen, unknown to lie. 
Than thus to rouse but deep dislike 

In all who pass me by. ^ 

Better to leave the space I fill 

A void, unoccupied. 
Than 'mid companions all unloved 

Unlovelv to abide. 



A DISAPPOINTED LIFE. 57 

And then I remember his eighty years, 

Or more, when all are told, 
And wonder what life must have been 

To one so very old. 

1 know that trials have been his. 

As seldom come to man ; 
lielentless, disappointing fate 

Has thwarted many a plan. 

Of friends and family bereft. 

His home is lonely now ; 
Like leaves into their graves they fell 

From him, a withered bough. 

Sweet children smiled upon his knee. 

Beloved, bright and fair; 
To-day one sleeps beneath the wave. 

And one, the Lord knows where. 

A better nature once was his. 

And those who knew him well 
In other days, of many a deed 

Of kindness yet can tell. 
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But in his heart moroseness grew, 
Its sunshine to displace, 

Till he believes that Providence 
Has but a frowning face. 

So when his long, long course I view, 

His path so desolate. 
Another prayer my lips would frame 

And pity conquers hate. 

I would that God might show him yet 
That chastisement, though great. 

Is meant for his eternal good. 
Before it is too late. 



A vision of faces and forms that are gone 

To memory showing to me. 
And scenes that no artist could ever have drawn 

As if by enchantment 1 see. 

There's an old-fashioned house where a checkered 
career 

Began in a wondering way. 
With a hiccoughy smile, a hysterical tear, 

And a temper that carried the day. 



THE DEAR OLD HOME, 59 

No sign of Queen Anne, terra-cotta, or tile, 

No new architectural craze, 
But a dwelling upreared in the pioneer style 

Of early adventurous days. 

But there's not a papered or tapestried hall 

To-day, half as sunny and sweet 
As the great square room with its lime-washed wall, 

And the chambers all airy and neat. 

The dearest of homes, but a desolate place 

When Jamie went off to the war; 
He, almost too young, by the down on his face. 

To know what the fighting was for. 

A mother- bereft, and a household in tears 
For the loss of their promise and pride. 

For the hopes stricken out of the beautiful years 
When, like a true hero, he died. 

The heart of the exile is beating for me; 

Yet, nearer to Paradise shore. 
The lilacs, the vine-shaded portal I see. 

And the maples that grew by the door. 

The hand of the stranger is never inert 
Transforming the homestead I know, 
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But memory tenderly loves to revert 
To the picture of decades ago. 

O, a cabin or cot, or whatever it be, 
Beloved as the place of one's birth, 

Is dearer than villas by mountain or sea. 
Or the loveliest palace on earth ! 



Call it not death ! the slight mutation 

That comes to these ephemeral forms of ours, 

That severs every earth-relation. 

And heart and brain deprives of all their 
powers. 

The mystic change which we call dying 
Is but God's hand to us the nearer brought. 

Himself the silver cord untying, 

Its tension weakened, strained, and over- 
wrought. 

A little while in cerements folded. 

The body hid from light and heat of sun 

Shall be renewed, transfonned, and molded 
Into the likeness of the Risen One, 



NO T BE A TH B UT TRANSFORMATION, 61 

'Tis but the momentary clouding 

Of eyes once clear as some pellucid wave, 

An interval of tears and shrouding, 

And then — eternity beyond the grave. 

There is no death to those abiding 

In Jesus' love, who trust and follow IIiiii, 

Who in His promises confiding 

Shall stand redeemed among the seraphim. 

Oh, God is merciful in letting 

Ilis children thus be fitted for the skies. 

Their sins forgiving and forgetting, 

That they may dwell with Him in Paradise. 

For death is only transformation; 

The germ of life shall spring up from decay. 
The soul, set free by separation. 

As if on heavenly pinions soars away. 

Call it not death ! the brief transition 
From dissolution to the quickening hour ; 

Forever thus doth full fruition 

But follow on the fading of the flower. 
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The weather's hot enough to stew! 
Is there no spot where frozen dew, 
Upon a glacier spread, might bo 
The couch of pure felicity. 
While Boreas sends an icy chill 
Throughout this spirit-domicile? 

The dogs they say are running mad; 
No wonder they — go to the bad ! 
For how the poor canines must sweat 
With muzzles on ; — I try to get 
Within the shade of synagogues, 
But fear I'm going — to the dogs. 

Down by the sea — beneath the surf 
I long to be; — I scorn the turf ! 
I want to be from top to toes 
Divested of these horrid clothes; 

And, free and cool in thought and limb. 
Let Neptune teach me how to swim. 

Why can't somebody pay the fare ? 
It's very odd how people stare 
At such a slight request as that ! 
I'd pass around my seaside hat 
Did I not know — it is a sin — 
But then they will drop buttons in. 



THE BONNIE HANDS. 63 

O happy land ! — Fm bound to reach 
That shining strand — I know a " Beach " 
'Not rugged, arid, and controlled 
By penury, but full of gold; 

In dear remembrance held by me : 
Why can't he take me to the sea ? 
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Beneath the cherrv tree she stands, 
Tier dimpled cheeks like cherries red. 

The owner of those shapely hands, 

The bonnie hands that make good bread. 

Blue as the sky her summer suit. 

Brown curls are tossing round her head 
The while she plucks the ruddy fruit 

With bonnie hands that make good bread. 

What harm is there in peeping through 
My neighbor's fence, I've often said, 

To catch a surreptitious view 

Of bonnie hands that make good bread ? 

I care not for the lily hand 

In dainty gloves deposited. 
But I'd risk heart and house and land 

With bonnie hands that make good bread. 
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Give me a hand that tenderly 

Can soothe an aching brow and head 

With gentle, loving ministry, 

Like bonnie hands that make good bread. 

What happiness my heart should fill — 

Then were I not discomfited, 
If I possessed one-half the skill 

Of bonnie hands that make good bread. 

And till I hear far voices call 

My feet to paths where angels tread, 

With grateful heart will I extol 

Those bonnie hands that make good bread. 



HA YE FAITH IN GOB. fiS 

Have faith in God, oh stricken souls! 

The blow is from his hand; 
The same that, like a menace, rolls 

The billows on the strand. 
Yet closer to his bosom folds 

Each broken household band. 

Have faith in God, a^id trust Him still; 

His promises are sure; 
The heart may feel its holiest thrill. 

And blessedness secure. 
By bowing humbly to His will. 

And learning to endure. 

Have faith in God, and murmur not; 

What seems the Father's frown. 
Severe, embittering our lot. 

Is but the letting down 
Of chariot-wheels, like, those which caught 

Up one to wear the crown. 

Have faith in God, who paints the leaf 

In autumn atmosphere. 
And writes upon each golden sheaf 

The record of the year. 
Who taketh note of human grief, 

And dries the mourner's tear. 
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Have faith in God, bereaved and lone, 
Oh hearts with anguish riven ! 

May not the Lord recall His own, 
The children He hath given. 

That round the family hearthstone 
Made home the type of heaven ? 
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From tower to foundation-stone, 

Magnificent and new, 
The splendid temple stood alone; 

So did the congregation too. 
By all accounts the finest known. 

Its steeple pointed to the sky 

In proud suggestiveness 
Of that inheritance on high 

Its richest members should possess 
In that sweet sometime bye and bye. 

Its pew^s as if with velvet tongue 

Of comfort seemed to speak. 
The doors upon their hinges swung 

With most delicious wealthy squeak 
That matched the organ when they sung. 
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The multitude who came to pray 

Turned each his head askew, 
And to his neighbor seemed to say, 

I guess we pay as much as you, 
And make as gorgeous a display. 

Above the matted threshold wide, 

And scrupulously neat, 
A placard bore, to those outside, 

A new commandment — Wipe your feet ! 
To holiness a sort of guide. 

An iron fence with awful spikes, 

Its portals girt about, 
Secure and strong as granite dykes; 

Put there to keep the wicked out — 
The sexton said, old Johnnie Sikes. 

But in a comer by the door 

In shabby suit and hat, 
A stranger to the place before, 

A humble, sorry sinner sat; 
Just one poor sinner and no more. 

To him the people's Sunday backs 

So stiffly orthodox 
Appeared like figure^ made of wax 

Bolt upright sitting in a box 
All nicely fastened down by tacks. 
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lie wondered if that happy land 

Were thus partitioned off 
Like rows of stalls on either hand, 

And each his ow^n especial trough, 
And each his favorite fancy brand. 

He wondered if an iron gate 
With padlock, bolts, and bars 

Would make the congregation wait 
Up there — beyond the realm of stars; 

And what of those who came too late. 

The gifted pastor sermonized 

As only preachers can 
With eloquence, and advertised 

The loving brotherhood of man — 



And said the creed had been revised. 

He gave a wonderful report 

Of Heaven's mysteries. 
And said the Lord would liold the fort 

Against its stoutest enemies; 
Would rout them utterly, in short. 

Such bellicose and martial views 
Were never meant for those 

Sweet creatures in the damask pews 
Who wore the shining satin clothes. 

And never heard the startling news. 
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And so it seemed as down the aisle, 

Back to his corner dim, 
The tocsin sounded all the while; 

The clergyman looked straight at him, 
And drove his missiles with a smile. 

O God, be merciful; he tried 

To say, but every note 
Upon emotion's swelling tide 

Was strangulated in his throat; 
Another pang, he would have died. 

How could he say. Our Father — when 

The distance seemed as great 
'Twixt him and yonder holy men 

As his from Zion's pearly gate? 
And he a sheep outside the pen. 

How could he be absolved from sin? 

It were a paradox, 
Who never put a penny in 

The church's contribution box, 
And such a prodigal had been. 

Who never gave the minister 

A turnip nor a text, 
A profitless parishioner 

Was he, by doubt and debt perplexed; 
He groaned, but never dared to stir. 
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The bread of life with golden crust 

To him appeared to be; 
He wondered if they'd rent the dust 

That gathered on the back settee, 
And some forgotten deacon's bust. 

For nothing there was plain nor cheap; 

A tablet on the wall 
Appeared to be a charge to keep 

The poor from getting in at all; 
'T was this that made the sinner weep. 

He looked around and chanced to see 

A little chapel nigh; 
Salvation there and seats were free, 
* And " All are welcome ! " caught his 

eye; 
And All are welcome ! — could it be ? 

And straight across the verdant sward 

With daisies dotted o'er 
He heard them calling on the Lord 

Just as he reached the Bethel door; 
It touched in him a tender chord. 
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When everybody rose to sing, 

" O what a Friend have we/' 
The usher showed him like a king 

Up into very sanctity — 
He never dreamed of such a thing. 

The preacher took him by the hand 

And spake a word of cheer 
In language he could understand, 

And made him feel a friend was near, 
And he near heaven, that happy land. 

The brethren met him all aglow, 
The sisters did their share; — 



Now, saints and sinners, you must know 

That he would stay and worship there, 
And to the " Big Church '^ never go ! 
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How Time, the spoiler, loves to trace 
Unsightly lines about the face, 

And make the brightest vision duller; 
He robs the plump carnation cheek 
Of roses that sweet youth bespeak 

To give the nose a touch of color. 

With ill pretense he dares to lap 
Kough wrinkles round that oral gap, 

Where excavations neatly chiseled 
In molar depths suggest decay; 
Likewise the patriarchal gray 

In barb unshorn and tresses grizzled. 

So unobserved he interferes 
With every hope that gilds the years, 

With promise of renown or greatness; 
He makes the ardent spirit cold, 
The young grow prematurely old 

With strange, unnatural sedateness. 

But Time, the artist, O how kind ! 
His touch is gentle and refined; 

As if it were a pleasant duty, 
Assisting ?^ature to preserve 
The full contour, the graceful curve. 

And all the charm of youth and beauty. 
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No mellowing cosmetic tint 
Is like this artist's soft imprint 

Upon the faded, worn complexion ; 
A deeper glow illumes the eyes, 
As bright as iris of the skies. 

And mirror-like in pure reflection. , 

With brush and pencil apt and true 
Fresh loveliness he brings to view; 

Disdaining arts depilatory. 
With loving tenderness and care 
He smoothes and polishes the hair. 
Till it becomes a crown of glory. 

O Time, the spoiler! much we fear 
His ravages from year to year, 

Decay and desolation; 
But for repairs the artist trust, 
Who of this poor, ephemeral dust 

Works out a glorious transformation. 
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Oh, who that has seen her can ever forget 
Our dear little two-year old, Lizzie Garrette ? 
With the bluest of eyes, and with ringlets of jet 
And the rosiest lips, she's our little coquette, 
The sunlight of home, and the neighborhood pet. 
But you never can tell what she did once, I'll bet, 
If you spend a whole summer in guessing. 

* 
One day, she and Willie, with light flaxen hair, 

Somehow got beyond their mamma's tender care, 

And together they started — this juvenile pair — 

On a pleasure excursion — they didn't know where, 

But happy and free as the birds of the air; 

And no thought of danger, or trouble, or care. 

Their innocent hearts was possessing. 

Some three or four hours has passed, — maybe 

more, — 
Ere these little " midgets" were missed from the door. 
When we straightway began to search carefully o'er 
Every room in the house, to the very top floor. 
Every nook in the yard — we ran to the store — 
Crossed over the railroad — they'd been there be- 
fore — 
And where, do you wonder, we found them ? 
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I'll tell you — they journeyed, these babes in the 

street, 
A long way from home, till they happened to meet 
A dear old policeman, patroling his beat. 
Who kindly conducted their runaway feet 
To the station; which they thought a wondrous re- 
treat, 
And wanted to stay there; so happy and sweet, 
They charmed everybody around them. 

They had " toddled " along through the mud and sand 
Till their little red cheeks were most fearfully tanned; 
'But Lizzie held fast in her chubby right hand 
Two cents — all the capital they could command — 
With which they had started, and probably planned 
To " buy out " the stock of some flourishing " stand " 
With candy and peanuts overladen. 

With thankfulness deeper than words can explain, 
We took our lost darlings up home in the rain. 
And told them they never must do so again : 
And they do not give us one moment of pain 
By running off now — but the reason is plain — 
With one eye on Willie, we never refrain 
From watching our venturesome maiden. 
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I love and admire the beautiful woods, 

The mountains and the sea, 
But never a bit these troublesome goods — 

That were not meant for me: 
The pots and kettles and frying-pans, 
That roil my spirit and spoil my hands. 

Oh, life would be of such beggarly worth 

Could we not rise sometimes 
From the sooty, unsuitable things of earth, 

And the saving up of dimes, — 
From the broom and shovel and coffee-pot,— 
To a broader range in the world of thought. 

So one may cherish ^mid household cares 

A grand and lofty aim; 
With noble dignity sweep the stairs. 

In amity feed the flame; 
With high philosophy season pies, 
And poetry ponder, potato-wise. 
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In hole-y hose there is room for art, 

In onions the soul of strength; 
The flower of patience blooms in the heart 

With fagots of stinted length. 
Sublimely, too, may piety dwell 
In the topsy-turviest cleaning spell. 

We know that heaven is changeless and fair, 

And nothing can we bestow 
To add to the beauty and glory up there, 

Or heighten those robes of snow; 
But we may bring down from that world of bliss 
The grace that brightens and sweetens this. 
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. While winter lingered in the way, 

And held the timid spring at bay, 

And icy ligatures abound 

The naked trees were tightly bound, ^ 

And bluebirds' warble seemed to come 

From flannel wraps and steaming rum, 
A token of that southern land, 
From Carolina's balmy strand, 

An envelope securely bore, i 

And brought unto my very door i 

A waft of summer, hidden in 
A little spray of jessamine. 



The letter ran, with odor sweet, 
" My friend, against the time we meet. 
Remembrance kindly to renew. 
An interloper pushing through 
The open casement where I write 
Your hand shall clasp to-morrow night. 
Of this epistle, 'tis a part, j.' 

And speaks the language of my heart; \ 

Let arbutus fresh tendrils twine j 

Amid the fragrant jessamine, 
And wear the garland in your hair 
As if it grew and blossomed there." 



\ 
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When April gods made war on high, 
And flung their missiles from the sky, 
This dainty bit of living green 
Broke in upon the pelting scene 
And mollified the atmosphere; 
The hail-fetones each became a tear, 

And with returning, sudden burst 

Of splendor, as the clouds dispersed, 

I pressed the gift, inhaled its scent. 

And felt the touch of sentiment. 

Of warmth and love and sunshine in 

A little spray of jessamine. 



I dreamed of my dear, dear friend last night, 

So beautiful, fair, and goo5. 
As though she lay in her robe of white 

In a casket of rarest wood. 

How strange the scene; for the mourners all- 

Their number cannot be told — 
Were dressed as if for the gayest ball, 

With glitter of gems and gold. 
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And it seemed to me, with impious touch 

They lightly caressed the dead, 
The being I loved and lamented so much. 

While never a tear was shed. 

'Mid wealth of flowers in parlor and hall, 

And souvenirs richly spread. 
The minister rose, and over the pall 

The burial service read. 

Oh it smote my heart when the crowd drew near, j 

Forgetting that she had died, ! 

And joined in merriment loud and clear. 
And talked as unto a bride. 

The clock, with its new cathedral gong, 

Aroused me from Morpheus' spell, 
Its tone so deep and its echo so^long 

I thought it a funeral knell. 

There passed, like a vision of lace and lawn — I 

And the world again looked bright — ' 

My friend with her bridal finery on, 
For this was her wedding night. 

And so like a burst of sunlight seems 

The truth I am glad to know. 
And I wish in my heart might all sad dreams. 

Like mine by contraries go. 
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That August day was more than hot, 
My burning head, to frenzy wrought. 
Appeared to be the focus-spot 

Of Helios^ scorching rays. 
As from the dust and din and heat 
Of crowded thoroughfare and street, 
I sought Mt. Vernon's cool retreat, 

And still, sequestered ways. 

There, from the busy world apart. 
Forgetting Nature, Love, and Art, 
A nameless fear possessed my heart, 

And terror blanched my face; 
I seemed to hear a spirit-tread. 
As if, where'er my pathway led, 
The " Father of his Country," dead. 

With me was keeping pace. 

No human object wandered by, 

No ghost or demon caught my eye, 

But at an ancient portal nigh 

A pickaninny, black 

As Jezebel's malicious soul. 

As limber as a bamboo pole, 

With kinky pate and visage droll 

Was peeping through a crack. 
*4 
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Soft irony the question bore, 

" Aly ebon imp in pinafore. 

Are you a gem from Afrie ?hore. 

Unwashed, unpolished one ? '' 
Two wondering orljs revealed their white, 
The wiry figure slipped from sight. 
The lips responded, half in fright : 

" No, Ts George Washington ! '' 



O child of love and liberty. 
Perchance a soldier's son 

Intelligent, if thou wouldst know 
The history of Freedom, go 

And read the tale of duty done. 
At Ariington ! 

Richer Virginia's soil to-day. 
Dearer, by struggle won, 

Than when plantation acres gave 
Employment to the weary slave 

'Mid hills of com, from sun to sun, 
At Arlington. 

Protected by the angel Peace, 
Not battle-cry, nor gun, 
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Nor cavalcade with martial tread 
Disturbs this army of the dead 
Who fought the fight, whose course is run, 
At Arlington. 

Behold the lovely home of Lee ! 

A white enclosure, one 
Whose faithful warders never sleep, 

But from the skies their vigils keep 
O'er heroes brave as Marion, 
At Arlington. 

To this, the nation's Mecca-spot, 

A pilgrimage begun 
From North or South, from East or West, 

Arouseth sweet, sad interest. 
And bitter thought can there be none 
At Arlington. 



84 POEMS, 

. Diana's fascinating spell 

Hung over land and sea, 
Till like the place where fairies dwell 

This earth appeared to be; 
So rich in brilliancy it shone, 
A sphere illumed from zone to zone. 

As if, when all was dark and drear, 

On airy, soft tiptoe 
So stealthily that none might hear, 

The goddess Night bent low 
With lamp in hand, o'er heaven's wall 
That let its matchless glory fall. 

She, half-distrustful, looked to see 

If day indeed were gone. 
Then dropped to slumber wearily 

And let the light shine on; 
A dangerous thing ! — but note the fact, 
A world approves her careless act. 

For Luna's beams on sea, on land. 

The traveler direct 
From vortices or treacherous sand 

Where others have been wrecked; 
Who, unsuspecting, in the dark 
Drew near to danger's hidden mark. 
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And for effusive couples who 
By moonliglit dare to stray 

In lonely paths and places new, 
Unvisited by day, 

Who cannot see — so blind is Love — 

How kindly glows the orb above. 

A plague on prowlers of the night ! 

The planet who contemn 
Because its pure, refulgent light, 

Discomfiting to them. 
Reveals dark plots, makes right sublime, 
And stays the coward hand of crime. 

Down with the fable which avers 
The moon is made of cheese ! 

A tale for verdant mariners. 
Or aborigines; 

But science dare not thus impugn 
» The man who lives — up in the moon. 
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W^ivtitiQ on tttje S^aiix* 

A dandy-looking clerk was he, 
With hair inclined to curl; 

A lovely decorator she, 
A dashing pottery girl. 

They met at eight, the early train. 
And took the hindmost seat; 

When, like the patter of the rain. 
Their hearts together beat. 

At intervals of gushing joy 
Occurred spasmodic spells 

Of calling on the candy boy 
For figs and caramels. 

They seemed to think that palace cars 
Were meant for them alone. 

And whispered as if to the stars 
By double telephone. 

The passengers looked round, and said. 

They'd bet a picayune 
The happy duo would be wed — 

And that — amazing soon. 
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There came a day when through the door 
He plunged with frowning face, 

To find the girl he loved before 
Had changed her mind — and base. 

A flirting couple, just for fun, 

Were busy ^vith their tongues; 
A clear soprano voice had one. 

The other, leathern lungs. 

He made grimaces at their backs, 

And made the public stare; 
He vowed he'd ride to Halifax 

And never pay his fare. 

And, with a scowl, his visage drawn 

Like one in mortal pain. 
Affirmed he'd put a (dead) head on 

The chap that run the train. 

For by the gay conductor sat 

This fickle little lass; 
Another feather in her hat, 

And riding on a pass. 
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Delicious berries ! more we owe 

To them, of health and strength, 
Than to the doctors — for we know 

That life to greater length 
Hath been prolonged because of these 

Rare rubies, ripe and red, 
That counteract and drive disease 

From aching limb and head. 

But, oh ! ^twould save grimaces so. 

And interdict our tears, 
If they were only taught to grow 

Ensheathed, like " roasting-ears " ; 
For what's a strawberry at all 

If it be swallowed whole ? 
And, bitten through, it makes one crawl, 

And shrivels up his soul. 

We never interfered before 

"With aught by wisdom planned. 
But when we purchase at the store 

A lot of yellow sand, 
With tempting hue and fragrant smell 

Of berries at the top. 
We think that nature might as well 

Let propagation stop. 
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The sands of life are running fast, 

And 'tis but reckless waste 
In cream-and-sugar mixture cast — 

Besides, it spoils the taste; 
For bipeds of the feathered kind 

Is " grit '^ the proper thing. 
But unto " gizzards " as refined 

As man's — 'tis torturing. 

When horticulturists have learned 

The way — through trial-means — 
To keep the berries off the ground, 

And clean as Lima beans, 
By sawdust, straw, or clapboards laid 

Around Fragaria stalks. 
Of sweetest things God ever made, 

We'll buy another box. 
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Forever the same thing over — 

O monotony, dull and drear ! 
Suppose that a blossom of clover 
Day after day and year after year 
Doing the same thing over, had said : 
" I'm tired of blooming — I wish I were 
dead ! " 

O, would not the flowers wonder, 

Opening wide their petal-tips. 
That ever so strange a blunder 
Wrinkled a clover's honey-lips? 
AVhile a spirit indignant, because of her, 
The kingdom of Flora would promptly stir. 

Stars in the firmament lining 

Glistening nightly in orbit space — 
Suppose that a satellite shining, 
Hopeless of rest or a resting-place, 
Dropping down into the ocean had said : 
" I'm tired of shining — I'd rather be dead ! " 

How many a bright creation 

Fixed in Orion or Pleiades, 
Were ever such lamentation 



A 
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Caught by the wings of the errant breeze, 
Had turned on its axis in trembling fear 
Lest the murmur reached its Creator's ear. 

Forever the same thing over! 

Here is a chance to be faithful and true 
Never accorded the wandering rover — 
Nothing to care for, nothing to do; 
No marvel that often the idle have said 
They're tired of living, and wish they were 
dead. 

Nearer and nearer perfection, 

Over and over the labor wrought. 
Errors encounter detection. 

Lead to improvement in deed and 
thought; 
Till the finished fabric, by toilers spun, 
Is their robe of glory, when Life is done. 
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^Tis not in the golden morning 

Of innocence and youth, 
When childhood plucks the roses 

Of artlessness and truth; 
When the heart is pure and tender 

And never has known a care, 
Is still unswept by sorrow, 

Unriven by despair. 

O these are days remembered 

As passing fair and sweet, 
And, void of adolescence. 

Would Life be incomplete; 
But early joys are fleeting 

And brushed away like tears, 
And seldom leave impressions 

To tinge maturer years. 

'Tis not in Life's meridian. 

The brilliant noontide glow 
Of those sublime successes 

That mortals long to know; 
The undisturbed possession 

Of honors sought and won. 
Reward that follows labor 

Well ended, well begun. 
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O true, the summer season's 

The brightest of the year, 
And prime of man, or womanhood 

Is held forever dear; 
Though darkened oft by shadows 

That cloud the fairest brow, 
And storms to which the bravest 

Keluctantly must bow. 

But in that glorious evening 

When chastened souls look back 
With less regret than gladness 

O'er Life's eventful track; 
When Friendship's bond is strongest. 

When Ambition's voice is still. 
And Heaven, each day nearer. 

Inspires a solemn thrill. 

When, to the waning vision. 

The mists have cleared away 
From the Eden hills of splendor 

Beyond the gates of Day — 
O then! existence, brightened 

By expectation rife, 
Becomes the happy heyday, 

The blessed time of life. 
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Like myriads more of the giddy race, 
I'm only one with a pretty face; 
Of fair proportions and charming pose, 
With lips of cherry and cheeks of rose, 
Only a maiden with limber toes, 
Only a damsel short of clothes. 
Only a ballet girl. 

In rouge and tinsel and padded tights 
I stand in the glare of a thousand lights. 
And dance till the rafters ring with glee; 
And the house bows down to worship me, 
And the arches echo " Terpsichore ! " 
Though a star like her I can never be, 
Only a ballet girl. 

But, oh, how I shudder to stand up there ! 
Ashamed of my beautiful self so bare; 
And I lose my courage, forget my art. 
And the prompter's voice is like a dart 
That pierces through to my very heart; 
But the curtain lifts, I must act my part. 
Only a ballet girl. 
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But when the play is over, and all 
Have hurried away from the stifling hall, 
Of crowds be-dazzled of belles and beaux, 
Bedecked with trinkets and furbelows. 
Who ever thinks or cares or knows 
Whether the dunseuse stays or goes. 
Only a ballet girl ? 

They have paid their- money, their pleasure had, 
And the corps de ballet, if good or bad. 
If dead or living, in youth or age. 
Once they have passed from the brilliant stage 
Never a moment their thoughts engage; 
I am no more the furoTre, the rage. 
Only a ballet girl. 

Out in the midnight with heavy eyes 
Gilded allurements round me rise; 
What is that beckoning entrance there ? 
I must have shelter, and rest somewhere; 
It is so long si'tice I uttered a prayer, 
God has forgotten me — what does He care — 
Only a ballet girl ? 

Hark, there are footsteps. O, can it be 
Some one is following ? Where shall I flee ? 
Here is a church, but the portal is barred, 
Yonder a den, but the faces are hard; 
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There is a home, but they only regard 
Me of the class ill-pursuing, ill-starred, 
Only a ballet girl. 

Into the alley and up the stairs. 
Where the dull semblance of life's affairs, 
Beggarly emblems, my vision greet, 
Nothing to comfort me, little to eat. 
Weariness clogging my volatile feet. 
Ah, my poor role, 'tis the mask of deceit. 
Only a ballet girl. 

My heart is sick of the loud encore, 
^My brain awhirl with their deafening roar. 
And their poison breath like the Upas tree; 
O for an hour in the woodlands free, 
Kiver and meadow I long to see. 
But the balcony heaven hangs over me. 
Only a ballet girl. 

Behind the scenes it is fetid ^ir, 

And the green-room dismal as dark despair. 

Where the tempter lurks, and where villains 

hide; 

And where old accoutrements, worn with pride 1 

Before the footlights, are thrown aside, < 

As if the company all had died — i 

Only a ballet girl. ^ 
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Meager the pittance that buys my bread, 
Sometimes I wish that I were dead; 
That the pangs of hunger tempt me not 
To some misdeed or evil thought 
To stain my soul like an inky blot, 
To blame my Maker or curse my lot, 
Only a ballet girl. 

Bevies of beautiful maidens I meet, 
They do not know me upon the street; 
I in my sombre garb of gray. 
With the pearl and carmine washed away; 
She of the drama how little think they 
Ever is seen by the light of day — 
Only a ballet girl. 

What of that gorgon, society's frown ? 
That would thrust me aside, or put me down 
With my exquisite mold of form and face; 
My limbs so lithe, and my supple grace 
In pirouetting and clearing space 
With curves of motion that none can trace. 
Only a ballet girl. 

Why was I given that self-same hour 

That other portion, my birthright dower, 

My hapless heritage poverty? 

In cold and famine ^that said to me, 
5 • 



98 POEMS, 

Choose your employ — the stage is free; 
Take your endowments — -go, and be 
Only a ballet girl. 

Ah, my rich beauty is fading fast, 
Soon will this butterfly life be past; 
Actor and audience soon will be gone, 
I in the maelstrom of gayety drawn. 
Far from the promise of roseate dawn, 
Dancing to death and oblivion — 
Only a ballet girl. 

Once I. had dreams of wealth and fame. 
When the world should thrill to hear my name; 
But I tread the boards, and the seasons fly, 
Fortune and eminence pass me by. 
Only a ballet slave am I, 
Chained in a groove until I die. 
Only a ballet girl. 

Had I a sister young and fair, 
Like to the sunlight her golden hair, 
Fair as an angel's her innocent face. 
Sooner I'd see her in Death's cold embrace 
Than ever to be in imperiling place 
Only a drudge — maybe a disgrace — 
Only a ballet girl. 
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O, daughters happy and young and gay, 
From the velvet tiers of the great parquette 
In the glare and glitter and revelry 
You' may fling bouquets, you may envy me 
With the airy grace of a coryphee. 
But you do not know what it is to be 
Only a ballet girl. 



As never man spake, yet by his command. 
Its every breath with melody articulate. 
Did the great organ loose its hundred tongues 
In utterance majestic, matchless, musicful. 
That, whether plaintive, lively or serene. 
Alike entranced the multitude. 

Ag echoes multiply the thunder's voice. 

Among the crags, in mountain altitudes, 

So rich reverberations rolled 

And swelled, and leaped from arch to arch 

In templed space; then midway pirouetted down. 

Like footsteps volatile, in light fantasia^ 

With airy tiptoe swing of ^^ Spanish Dance," 

Above the assembled heads. 
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Now resonant and rapid as Niagara's roar, 

Now slow, and low, and tender as the cooing dove, 

Or like the floweret's soft lament 

Anon at eventide, with gentle sigh 

That folds its sweetness and its petals up. 

Companion to the prima donna fair. 

Of technique exquisite and marvelous attire, 

In diapason flexible and clear 

Of bird-like range, invisible and far away. 

Less human scarcely than the singer seemed 

This wondrous thing of man's inventive skill. 

Flushed with the rare intoxicant of pure delight, 

A waiting congregation rapt, inspired 

With harmony of most delicious sounds, 

Charmful and worshipful, the fascinating hour 

Too quickly sped for all — save one, 

On whom divinest strains of Mendelssohn, 

Of Guilmant, Buck, or Beach, unheeded fell; 

In resolution every feature set, ^ - 

With palm that pounced decided here and there, 

As though upon an itching tissue waste, 

At something real, but forever missed — 

She of the martyr mien, to whom 

Commiseration hereby reaches out. 

Who bore with baited breath, as to the bi(t)ter end, 

That imp ubiquitous — the wicked flea. 



THE DRUNKARD-MAKER. 101 

He rides in his carriage, so pompous and grand, 
And handles the reins with a steadier hand 
Than ever the drunkard could hope to displaVj 
His patron and victim who, day after day 
As led by the tempter, at last has become 
The imbecile slave of the demon of rum. 

He heeds not the pathos of widowhood's tear 
That falls on the lid of a premature bier 
Where one is low lying who, from a saloon 
Evicted, was found by the light of the moon 
Outside of the door of that infamous hole 
That murdered his body, and ruined his soul. 

He heeds not the rattling, as over the stones 
Are borne to the grave the inebriate's bones; 
Nor pauses from selling of whisky to think 
That stains more enduring than scarlatine ink 
His hands have polluted, his conscience debased, 
And made him a being forever disgraced. 

He heeds not the wail of the orphans who cry, 
" O give to us starving, a crust — or we die ! " 
And tosses his dog the few morsels of bread 
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The mendicant asked for, who, cold and unfed, 
Is bidden to frequent the mansion no more 
Where luxury reveled in ill-gotten store. 

There's a beautiful city of which we are told 
Its walls are of jasper, its streets are of gold; 
'Tis the home of the just, and no drunkard, 'tis said, 
When, scorning the body, the spirit has fled, — 
Can ever inherit that kingdom so fair — 
Then how can the maker of drunkards get there ? 



When one by fortune richly blessed 
In honored and exalted place 
Anon, through trials hard to face. 
Becomes a pauper 'mong his race. 

Of fame and favor dispossessed. 
By adverse circumstances led. 
And unto penury consigned, 
We deem it worst of miseries, 
This occult freak of destiny's. 

And say, as old Pacuvius said. 
That Fate is blind. 
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But mark the world's opinion, when, 

By thrift or shift, by toil or trade, 

By luck or legacy delayed. 

Some plodder of plebeian grade 
Is made the peer of lordly men; 

When come such wondrous happenings, 
Bonanzas for no cause assigned. 

We say, in tone half envious. 

Of agencies fortuitous. 
Transmuting beggars into kings. 
That Fate is kind. 



So error flourishes, and sense 

Rebukes it not with frowning glance. 
Till wisdom conquers ignorance. 
And separates from hap or chance 

The doings of Omnipotence; 

Yet faith, with vision clear and broad, 

The deep enigma takes on trust. 
And, while the Turk with Kismet strives. 
Affirms, by consecrated lives. 

This truth of truths, that Fate is God, 
And Fate is just. 
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Sometimes when I think of that beautiful land, 

And the loved ones awaiting me there, 
Already I seem on the border to stand, 
And clasp a protecting, invisible hand 
- Outstretched for my guidance and care. 

Sometimes when the angel has borne from my side 

A friend ever loving and true, 
My pilgrimage lone and the pathway so wide 
In desolate anguish almost I had died. 

And passed to that other world too. 

I have trodden the globe when ite surface of snow 

Bewilderment served to impart; 
Of soft incrustation so dazzling the glow 
In sparkle of sunlight, a glittering show 

Surpassing all semblance of art. 

Alas, for sweet purity spread like a cloak 

Over Nature's defilement and stain! 
It melted away, and the morrow bespoke 
A landscape unsightly with blemish, that woke 
But deep disappointment and pain. 
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Then into my heart like a sanctified thought 

Came that of the heavenly land; 
Where beautiful purity perishes not, 
Of symbol and substance immaculate wrought 

As by an infallible hand. 

I have looked upon earth in the freshness of spring, 
When leaflet and blossom and spray, 

With minnow and lambkin and twittering thing 

United in rapture her praises to sing 
And welcome the beauty of May. 

There cometh when music no longer is heard, 

When forest and meadow grow sere; 
When the voice of the robin, sweet harbinger-bird, 
Ke-echoes in threnody plaintively stirred, 
Lamenting the death of the year. 

Mid scenes of mutation and seasons of sighs, 

I long for the glory above; 
My haven, that home-land where hope never dies^ 
Beyond the cerulean sheltering skies. 

The kingdom of infinite love. 

O, may it be mine when anxieties cease, 

And life like a gem from my hand 

Is lost in the vale where the shadows increase — 

O, may it be mine in ineffable peace 

To dwell in that beautiful land. 
*5 
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Those ponderous mill-wheels — how they rasp ! 
As if they fairly ached to grasp 

The cereal, to crush it flat; 
And when from their relaxing clasp 

It drops, I meditate thereat 

On hearts that have been crushed like that. 

Yes, crimson ooze and dying groans 
Are issuing from betwixt the stones 

Of inhumanity and wrong- 
Injustice crushing flesh and bones 
Of hapless beings who belong 
To the oppressed and suffering throng. 

Shall a great river run to waste 
Of strength and swiftness interlaced 
More powerful than tons of steam ? 
Methinks the fathers, solemn-faced. 
So said; who shuddered to blaspheme. 
Yet dammed for good the rushing stream. 

Whereby a lazy water-way. 

As idle as a child at play. 

Was choked with stones and brush and such 

Until it promised to obey. 
And he submissive over much 
To man's impromptu, slightest touch. 
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Those vague illusions of the air, 
" Mills of the gods/' cannot compare 
With mills of men; they never add 
One item to our daily fare. 
An we no other portion had, 
Then (by the gods), we should go mad. 

While down the stream the barges float, 
Your rough old weather-beaten coat 
I look upon in wondering thought ; 
About the place who ever wrote 
A sonnet, or sublimely caught 
An inspiration from the spot? 

Around your angles rubbish piled 
By one sweet impulse undefiled, 
Have lovers ever cared to stroll, 
Unconscious each as any child 
That place may limit or control. 
Or desecrate theTflow of soul ? 

Behind yon avalanche of bran 
Have villains lurked and tried to plan, 

Not only his poor purse to steal 
But throttle some unwary man, 
Then bury him in banks of meal. 
And thus their awful crime conceal ? 
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Have rodents ever burrowed through 
Those floury piles — as rodents do — 

Or by some rat-like ready ruse 
Scared timid cooks red, white, and blue. 
By jumping out from bags let loose 
Put up express, " For Family Use " ? 

Ah, what may not those walls enfold 

Of secrets that cannot be told ! 
Maybe to know were to deplore; 

What of the ploddings there for gold ? 
What of the measures by the score, 
Not heaped, pressed down, notr running 
o'er? 

What hath an old mill neighbor-wise 
With whom H were well to fraternize. 

And as it were, kind elbows touch, 
And share its pestilence of flies 
And bugs and vermiforms and such 
That eat so little, spoil so much? 

The slaying-pen may be your twin. 

For both a mighty aid have been 
To common people — they who walk ; 

For to the world we're living in 
Is meat a basis like a rock, 
And bread a staflF, an alpen-stock. 
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And mnltitades there are wlio say 
That our great commonwealth to-dav 

Conld scarce exist^ could never thrive 
If yon a moment should delay 

Or stop that endless drive, drive, drive, 
To keep a hungry world alive. 

Ah, there's a mansion on the hill ! 
Before the low deep window-sill 

The miller's pretty daughter stands; 
^Vho claims with firm but gentle will 

As her prerogative — not man's — 

To label fine, selected brands. 

And so for fancy (and for fame), 
Did she not give the charming name 

To brimful sacks that never fail 
To rise up quick as puffs of flame? 
And everywhere are known on sale 
As " Butterfly " and " Bridal Veil." 

Those stout young millers powdered fine, 

With perspiration's oily brine, 

Their doughy faces steeping through, 

A handsome bonus would decline, 
But to exchange a glance or two 
With her, or stammer : " How d'ye do ? " 
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A man of sense the miller is, 

Would there were more with brain like his ! 

His lovely daughter shall not wed 
Till trained in homelv industries. 

A skill too little coveted, 

Her bonnie hands can make good bread. 

So honest David at the till, 
The very rustle of her frill 

Who lov^ — so do their hearts entwine — 
Dreams of his love with tender thrill; 

Performs his task without a sign. 

And patient waits for Caroline. 

Good-bye, old pile of porphyry ! 

As in a dim mirage I see 

The fuzz upon your mossy side; 

Wondering the while you may not be 
As much a temple sanctified 
As great cathedrals reared -with pride. 

Grind on, grind on, in sun or fog ! 
For service not with sin agog 

Your stanchions and your wheels are set; 
And stood I there like you in cog. 

Beyond the mill-dam, splashed and wet, 

I'd hope to be immortal yet. 
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I never wonder the world does not care 
For these anguish-throbs of mine ! 

For the world has enough of its own to bear, 
Such sorrow and miserv evervwhere. 
And life but a comfortless, wearv affair 
To thousands who make no sign. 

1 know that the great cosmopolitan ear 
Is deaf to the pitiful tale 

Of my tribulations, however severe, 
The story that mortals are dying to hear 
Is one of happiness, hope, and cheer, 
And not a lugubrious wail. 

It may be, dear friends are confidingly won 

Sometimes by a sigh, a tear. 
The sable apparel, disconsolate tone, 
The telling of troubles akin to their own; 
And lovingly natures together have grown 

With hands clasped over a bier. 

Hut all in all — O the world cares not . 

How toilsome one's path may be! 
For once I remember — when lips forgot, 
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And murmiired that mine was a pleasureless lot, 
To listening spirits who echoed the thought 
Thus carelessly : " So have we I " 

Yes; thicker than milestones old and gray 

Like spectres of mute despair, 
Are wrecks of bright promise strewing the way, 
Who took up the journey as happy and gay. 
As sweet adolescence in innocent play, 

With never a thought of care. 

And so, while humanity's heart beats low, 

So wounded by arrows of pain 
That it cannot take note of my puerile woe, 
Since nobody cares, then shall nobody know 
That a burden I carry as softly I go. 

And suffer — but never complain. 
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Somehow I always feel like taking off my hat 

And making low salaam, my humble meed to give 
The man who plows and hoes and harrows and all that 
In arable, broad field or fertile garden plat — 
That I may live. 

This (agri) cultured husbandman whose rural plans 
In common sense do tons of pedantry outweigh; 
Who guarantees productiveness from valued tillage- 
lands, 
Who deals with stony, sterile soil as well as loamy 
sands. 

And makes it pay. 

If haply soul and body appear to harmonize 

And this anatomy of mine grows adipose and round. 
It is because of esculent and nourishing supplies. 
Of diet vegetarian, of potency that lies 
Within the ground. 

My father was a farmer — maybe that is why 

I like the independent, honest granger guild; 
Experience and science too he learned to profit by, 
So when the harvest ended and winter-time drew 
nigh 

His barns were filled. 
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And I'm a farmer's daughter just as much to-day 
As when I rode " Old Sorrel " bearing home the 
• grist; 
Or bounded o'er the winrows of clover-scented hay, 
A happy, healthy maiden who never thought to play 
The melodist. 

O, orators may rhapsodize about the hand 

That hovers round the cradle of slumbering in- 
nocence. 
But that which raises breadstuff s to feed a mighty 

land. 
The brown and homy palm is its benefactor and 
Its best defense. 



Like Watts in scientific dream, 
I watched the fine, escaping steam 

That rose from the tilted lid 

Of the boiling pot that hid 
The most delicious, savory stew 
That ever hungTy mortal knew. 

From a narrow vent it oozed and hissed; 
And wreathed away like geyser mist 
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To the ceiling above my head, 
And the window-panes o'erspread; 
And, as it were illusion lace. 
Penumbra-like obscured my face. 

I seemed to have " Watts on the Mind," 
To sit and gaze till it made me blind; 
But my thoughts were far away 
With the wreck of one awful day 
When steam reblled in its thwarted course, 
And showed the world its mighty force. 

Oh, I could see through vapors dense 
The slaughter of the innocents! 
On a sward of velvet grass 
Lay a dark, ensanguined mass, 
And stains and shreds of life and limb 
Made up the picture sad and grim. 

Was slumber dear — existence cheap ? 

That one lay down and went to sleep 
Beside high-pressure rage 
That mocked the safety gauge — 

But there are those who shield his name, 

And say that steam was all to blame. 
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A stately vessel down the bay, 

AVith sails and streamers to the wind, 
For merchandise would sail away 

To Araby or farthest Ind. 

But while the voyager on deck 

Is pacing with impatient stride, 
Some unseen object keeps in check 

The mighty monarch of the tide. 

Down, down, where sea-weed tangles round 

A clog in ocean's bosom cast, 
A drag upon the miry ground, 

The hidden anchor holds her fast. 

So is it with humanity. 

In attribute so near divine, 
Yet bound to earth invisibly 

As by the strength of cable-line. 

And when, in transports of delight. 
The soul looks up and longs to rise. 

Things unrevealed to mortal sight 
Conspire to draw it from the skies. 
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So, wrong desire and evil thought, 
Bright honoris self that desecrate, 

Will bring integrity to naught 
And bind the spirit like a weight. 

So should the heart be ever pure. 
From secret faults the life be free; 

To age a blessing 't will insure, 
In youth a precious safeguard be. 

The rhythmic flow of silver song 
In deiniquavers through my brain 

Has run and rippled all day long, 
A sweet, un worded, wild refrain; 

And from my tongue, could language roll 

As this is sung unto my soul, 

'T would carry melody impearled 
In lyric phrase throughout the world. 

It is as if song-zephyrs stirred 
By '^olus in flowery vales 

Were caught by every singing-bird. 
From chafiinches to nightingales; 

Who cleared their throats bv trial trills, 

And poured forth notes in rapture-rills 
Until the welkin, earth, and sea 
Re-echoed joy's unfettered glee. 
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So might Ogygia's atmosphere 

In wondrous harmonies have rung, 

As, carolled in Ulysses' ear, 

Calypso's witching strains were sung; 

So might the sound from rose-lipped shells 

In swift rebound to coral cells 

Have wakened, 'neath unfathomed waves, 
The dead who sleep in ocean-graves. 

I'm thankful that there come to me 

Idyllic whispers such as these, 
Impatience or asperity 

That tend to soften and appease; 
For love and hope and courage strong 
Lie in the scope of happy song 

To Life's dull ways and dismal haunts 

That lends the glamour of romance. 
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"Ctrlst gctmcc fllatc." 

Tran?crilMxl hv Earth's unrivaled limner, 

Portrayed agaiost the wall, . 
ApjX'ared anew the Seripture storv 
Of love divine, of human malice — 

In Horticultural Hall. 

Apart, ill almost breathless quiet. 

Of a silent, spell-boimd throng, 
I stood before this matchless picture, 
And at the artist's daring fancy 
I-iOoked up and wondered long. 

And marveled that audacious genius 

la regions transmarine 
Had sought, upon a stretch of canvas, 
'I'o reproduce in life-like semblance 

Tliis strange and solemn scene. 

J priestly Caipha's was standing, 

c chief accuser he; 

.' ■were the guard, the money-changers, 

udgr, and scribe, the sleek, complacent 

f-rightcoua Pharisee. 
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Like some compassionate spectator 

With Mary^s angel face, 
I saw the fair young Jewish mother, 
Sweet childhood to her bosom folding 

In tender, close embrace. 

O, brain intrepid, what conception! 

O fearless hand, that drew 
The lips that seem forever pleading 
" Forgive them, oh ! forgive them. Father ! 

They know not what they do/' 

The knitted brows of Pontius Pilate 

Betrayed perplexity; 
With his calm fortitude contrasting 
Who wept aiid fasted, prayed and suffered 

In lone Gethsemane. 

Upon this grand, sublime achievement 

Of gifted Munkacsy, 
Entranced beholders gazed, and lingered. 
Heart unto heart repeating " Surely, 

No skeptic can he be ! " 
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For that which holds such fascination 

To thrill devout mankind, 
An inspiration pure and sacred 
From Faith's own fountain must have risen 

In his believing mind. 

O Lamb of God, thus persecuted. 

For sinners sacrificed! 
When thou art come to render judgment, 
Shall mercy soften the dread picture 

Of Pilate before Christ? 



To a chosen, trusted friend 

Whisper softly of your sorrow. 
Such an one may comfort lend, 

Strength and solace for the morrow; 
But the whole w^orld cannot share 

In your grief — it does not covet 
Doleful stories — so, beware ! 

Don't tell evervbodv of it. 
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Neither will the world accord 

With the spirit of repining : 
If there's one thing more abhorred 

Than another, it is whining; 
Rather than complaint to make 

O let fortitude reprove it! 
And do not, for pity's sake. 

Don't tell everybody of it. 

Do not keep before the eye 

Images of desolation. 
Hundreds in the graveyard lie 

Killed by gloomy meditation; 
So reflect, in word and look, 

Happy sunshine — mortals love it — 
And if there's one shadow nook 

Don't tell everybody of it. 

If you grow discouraged lest 

Life must ever be a burden. 
Think of heaven, home, and rest. 

And the pilgrim's promised guerdon; 
Though the yoke be hard to bear 

O forget it — live above it — 
And whatever be your care 

Don't tell everybody of it. 
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If reproach or cruel slur 

On your neighbor cast suspicion, 
Hold his name and character 

As your own in like condition ; 
Calumny! how vile it is! 

Into dark oblivion shove it; 
Tell not friends nor enemfes, 

Don't tell anybody of it. 

But if that deep fount be stirred, 

Of affection for another, 
By some kind, approving word 

Spoken of a struggling brother. 
Do not bury in your ear 

Worthy praise; as to disprove it, 
Wake the echoes far and near 

Telling everybody of it. 

O, the gift is more than gold ! 

He deserves a royal banner 
Who can tell what should be told 

In the proper time and manner ; 
But a luckless wight is he 

Pestering earth who hopes to move it 
By his tale of misery, 

Telling everybody of it 
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Of all umbrageous things that grow, 
Magnificent for shade and show, 

In verdure crowned, the landscape's pride, 
There's nothing lovelier to me 
Than the graceful, spreading maple tree. 

So richly decked and beautified 
With leaves that glisten on their stems 
Like beautiful smaragdine gems. 

Is it the art of forestry 
Preserves the maple bough as free 

From bugs and worms and insect things, 
As ever Erin's limpid lakes 
Were innocent of water snakes; 

Its bark devoid of vermin stings. 
Like ugly spots of nettle-rash. 
That spoil the alder, elm, or ash? 

New England forests arbor-dressed 
Can never vie with maples West, 

The trees that happy childhood knew; 
With one that overhung the walk 
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Ad'l w'-arv, worn wayfartr? pit 

i)ri liiinjiiiff 'lay-- Wneath its shade, 
A in! :" tl»r fricri'lly maple tree 
A lil'-"iiiK it* t" tliem and me. 
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There's something in the very name 

Of this delicious, yellow fruit, 
That, like a picture, seems to frame 
The tropic bowers from whence it came. 
The warmth and bloom and loveliness 
That words but meagerly express; 
So fancy roves 
From leafless haunts and flowerless 
To orange groves. 

There's something in the scented skin 

Suggestive of luxuriousness. 
Of richest nectar stored therein 
That bathes its ardent lover's chin, 
And conjures up in Yankeedom 
A mandarin emporium. 

Like Florida — 
The clime exempt (they tell us !) from 
Malaria. 

Rare beauties that from Malta's isle 
Drew their abundant crimson juice. 
Transported many an ocean mile 
Become our appetizers; while 
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Companions from Valencia's coast, 
Hispania's staple and her boast, 

In tempting rows 
The largest, finest, uppermost. 

Bazars disclose. 

O apples soften and decay, 

And peaches shrivel round their stones; 
Like dainties brief they pass away, 
While oranges in rich display 

Delight the palate, please the eye. 
And make the impecunious sigh 

With pouting lip. 
Who may not borrow, beg, nor buy 
One flagon sip. 

Away \vdth sherbet, orangeade ! 

Inspired beverage, thin and pale. 
Of chemicals and acids made 
To satisfy voracious trade; 

Give us the pulpy, porous thing, 
Embodying, like seltzer spring, 

For every ill 
A remedy unrivaling 
The bitter pill. 
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O mystery of sight and smell ! 

O potency of taste and touch ! 
That hold the charm of such a spell — 
In affluence we seem to dwell 
Of citrous odors wafted nigh, 
Messina's str£\it is rushing by; 

Illusion spans 
A boundless stretch of amber sky 
In orange-lands. 



A queer, old-fashioned wooden box, 

With a musty cedrine smell 
And the rustiest of iron locks, 
Stood years ago — 't was the time of Knox 

In a palace of Bruooelles. 

It held the armor, legend said, 

A quaint, unique design. 
Of the doughty baron, who lost his head 
In the " Wars of the Roses,'' white and red; 

The prince of his lordly line. 

6* 
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But guest nor traveler chanced to see 

This ancient coat of mail, 
For careless hands had lost the key; 
But scions sprung from the family tree 

AVho amplified the tale. 

To the nobleman and peasant rude, 

In this rare old Flemish town, 
A fete day came; and idlers stood 
On the dusty cover, the crowd who viewed 
From the oriel looking down. 

A century passed in slow decay; 

From Lebanon forest brought. 
Like glass the fragile chest gave way; 
And oh ! the sight to one's dying day 

Must lend a fearful thought. 

A cloud, impalpable and fine, 

Like inceuse-vapor rose 
From misty depths of a ruined shrine, 
Where shadowy ringlets seemed to twine 

Around a jcAveled rose. 



A BELia 131 

Cuirass and helmet — dust to dust — 

Were of those relics there; 
But skeptics moved by wise distrust, 
Aver that perished heirloom must 

Have been a lady fair. 

Had some enraptured maid, amid 

The mirth of festal day, 
Withdrawn as once " Ginevra " did. 
Like her in ambush whom the lid 

Imprisoned there for aye ? 

Or, fled from cruel parent stern. 

Had one, in wild despair 
From stubborn will she could not turn. 
From tyranny she dared not spurn, 

I^Iet death in refuge there? 

'Tis mystery still — but nothing yet 

More touching e'er was known; 
The shred of curls that once were jet. 
Or gold, or brown, and the rose aigrette 

Of pure Golconda stone. 
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tKou tai.Xiilizins fate! 
How much longer must we wait 

Till " our ship comes over '' ? 

1 row much longer, say, must we 
'i'hus a " wandering minstrel " be 

Had and hapless rover? 

Why can't Mr. Vanderbilt, 
In wlioH(} lap has fortune spilt 
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Ducats by the million, 
Fling a modicum of pelf 
Kound this way, and prove himself 

An esteemed civilian? 

Or, if some rich uncle's pile 
Were at our command awhile, 

We've a haunting notion 
That .we'd buy ere it had flown, 
All the land that joins our own — 

Reaching to the ocean. 

If somebody, to his will. 
Would attach a codicil. 

Leaving a bonanza 
Meant for us, we would rehearse 
His munificence, in verse. 

Of such " moving " stanza ! 

If one would a foothold get. 
Must it always be by sweat 

Oozing from his forehead? 
Toiling on, till homy hands 
Shall suggest " the workingman's " 

In complexion florid. 
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I cannot paint the twilight. 
As (Hinton Scollard does, 

Xor weave a passion-poem 

Witli half the burning ardor 
Of that renowned Chanteuse, 

Our gift(!d, happy singer, 
So wihlly amoiireust. 
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Rubinstein would shudder 
To hear me sweep the keys 

Of the wonderful " Vocalion," 
Or Chiekering piano; 

And Dudley Buck would sneeze 
If I should chance at one of 

His master symphonies. 

1 cannot daub on china, 

Nor 'broider dogs on stools, 
Nor meddle with ceramics, 
Nor intercept the sunlight 

By photographic tools; 
In short, I can't do anything 

By true, aesthetic rules. 

I'm not a bom romancist. 

As Twain and Warner are. 
So funny and so famous; 
But I can write in my way, 

A sonnet " To a Star," 
And I can make a dollar 

Go more than twice as far.  
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Mysterious straggler, up so higli, 
like a burglar in the sky, 
Forever coming round by night — 
Yet not like him, for at his name we quake. 
And in our robes-de-muit with terror shake — 
For he in his nocturnal, occult mysteries 

The very imp o' darkness is; 
While thou, with lantern-blaze so wonderfully- 
bright, 

That like a mighty bonfire shines. 
Thou canst not have nefarious designs. 
Even though thou darest to look dovni and see 
Thyself outshone (in grand apostrophe), 

But oh, deem not that we profane, 
Or of audacious liberty complain, 
If we pronounce thee — imp o' light! 

What art thou, anyway, 

With thy far-reaching phosphorescent ray, 
As if It fell from some celestial diamond-stone ? 
Art thou a gem that from Diana's zone 
Drapped in her periodic race around the sun, 
Chased by Endymion, 

ShJd^^^^^^^ '''^' ^- ^-- of one 

tyliG aoe© not care? 
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How fabulously rich Skyland must be, 
Where millions of such dazzlers go unstrung like 
thee! 

Why, on our barren sphere • 

Golconda's mines are played, 

('Tis said they never paid). 

And Eldorado's strand 

Has been completely panned. 

And there's a growing fear 
That we're to have a dearth upon the earth 
Of glittering things of transcendental worth. 

And so you see, dear star. 

We envy what you are. 
Because we can't afford to let 

Our bijoux run to waist — 

Ah no ! on neck and arms 

They add to beauty's charms; 
We hold them precious high. 

Besides, they're made of paste. 
Our jewels are. 
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Tlicy art' not gems from Orient, 
-My legacy tlirongii long descciit, 
AVitli womlroiis iriciosoence blent 

And temlcr memories heariiifi; 
^or jewels of iinelouded ray, 
From old, liarharie, far Cathay, 
A jn-ineess might have worn one day 

III hivishiiesy nnsparing, 

1 woidd not vaniit the prestige fine 
Of ancient, proud, ancestral line; 
\or let my fancies intertwine 

Aronnd some stately palace 
Uprearcd with studied art to please, 
\Vhcre Sybarites, in careless ease, 
^1 ;-,i.t ,i..„;„ T ;f„'j. ]ipetar to its leos 
's tempting chalice. 

issayed from ore 
jimdless store 

golden shore, 
i-et coffers; 

pnrse ne'er held 
, by love impelled, 
. unexcelled 
anor pi'offei-s. 
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Of vast extent my riches are ! 
Tall purple peaks outlined afar 
Above the dim horizon bar, 

Broad valleys intervening, 
And forests vast, in proud disdain 
Overshadowing the sunny plain, 
Are but a part of my domain 

Eeplete with grace and meaning. 

A world of beautv I command ! 
Though I may hold not in my hand 
The " title-deed " to all this land 

Acquired by honest labor — 
The liberty to buy and sell. 
The privilege thereon to dwell 
And make one's home his citadel, 

Belong unto my neighbor. 

But, since my love of beauty I 

In admiration satisfv, 

And read the truths that underlie 

Its manifest impressions, 
The ownership mine truly is — 
While rude perplexities are his 
Of toil and care, anxieties 

Entailed mth vast possessions. 




Tlnia, I am rich t more blest than he 
Who toils rejoicing but to see 
Some token of prosperity 

In every teeming acre; 
Whose narrow mind no thought directs 
Above his labor, nor suspects 
Tliat every leaf and flower reflects 

The image of its Maker. 

And richer, too, a thousand fold 
Than he who treasures up his gold, 
By sordid dust alone consoled 
Yet, poor in its redundance. 
Exotic on his native heath, 
Ignobly dies the miser's death — 
i whose latest breath 
lidst abundance. 

'ain rhapsody! 
world was made for me 
bloom and melody, 

of beauty; 
nt heart susceptible, 
n's largesa still to cull 
best, most beautiful, 
joy than duty. 
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And when, in hallowed hours I sit, 
This precious truth contained in it 
I trace, in words of Holy Writ, 

With beatific vision, 
" The Earth is His " — to whom divine 
My grateful orisons incline. 
That I may claim ifim, too, as mine. 

Is blessedness Elysian. 



Aye, death again hath sped 
His shaft's unerring flight ! 
I have heard that one lies dead 
In his far-off home to-night; 
Nor friends nor kindred near him stand 
To clasp his own with gentle hand, 
For he died alone, in a foreign land. 

And grief my heart subdues 
As it hath not been before. 
For what the world must lose 
To know of him no more; 
So soon shut out from life that is. 
But cerements and a coffin his. 
The dawning star of prophecies. 



From ar(]eiit bovliood grown, 

The fire of gpniiw Lnrned 
AVitliiii his soul; a stone 

The ploiiglishare might have turned, 

Could lie transform hv swift design 

Into a shape so near divine 

A critic scarce conkl draw thfs line. 

Toward opnlence and fame 
His steps ambition led; 
Yet, ere a deathless name, 
The summons came instead 
Tliat bade him lay the chisel down, 
His hope of riches and renown, 

toil the promised crown. 

bles round him rise 
a guard his bier, 
i unpitying eyes 
ever know a tear; 
f were as animate 
, that could relate 
1 of love or hate. 
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llow zealously he wrouglit 

The world may never know, 
His one impelling thought 
That earth would yet bestow 
Her meed of praise for marvels done, 
The elasvsic bays by merit won, 
And recognize her gifted son. 

Ah, friend ! to understand 

All that thou knowest now, 
Is more than honors grand, 
Or laurels for thy brow; 
More unto thee than man's device 
That claimed thy life in sacrifice, 
Shall be the joys of Paradise. 



144 P0EM8. 



'^^o g.00m itt Vtit Itttt/^ 



In a little old town, ever sacred in story, 
That now a fair Syrian hamlet appears. 

From Heaven came down, in the far ages hoary, 
The infantile Saviour — the promise of years. 

No proud cavalcade shone in glittering splendor, 
As heralding fitly a conqueror's tread — 

No courtier essayed willing service to render, 
Or offered a place for his innocent head. 

But to Bethlehem's Star, in devout adoration 
To kneel at his feet and their offering prefer. 

Wise men from afar came with costly oblation — 
Rich presents of gold, and frankincense, and myrrh. 

" No room in the inn " could be found for the 
stranger, 
Whose coming foretold in the centuries past 
By the prophets had been — " He shall lie in a 
manger — 
With the poor and despised shall his fortunes be 
cast." 
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For the Pharisee proud and the publican sinner, 
For Gentile and Jew and wayfarer at hand, 

For the clamoring crowd was a sumptuous dinner 
And room for repose at their slightest demand. 

" No room in the inn '' — a pathetic recital 
Portraying the scene of the wonderful birth 

Of One " without sin," whose by right was the title 
Of Lord of the heavens, and monarch of earth. 

Alas ! that alway the sad years have repeated, 

In man the world over, the cry of " No room ! " 

For Him who to-day, though unworthily treated. 
Still cheers and illumines his path to the tomb. 

O let us no more, as by evil behavior. 

Write over our hearts that " no room " is within. 

And grieve as before the beneficent Saviour 

Who suffered and died to redeem us from sin. ' 
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It st(X)d betwixt the fire-place 
And sitting-room's broad door, 

And filled up every inch, of space 
From ceiling down to floor. 

With ancient, quaint, historic scenes 
Its massive frame was rich. 

While images of kings or queens 
Filled every cosy niche. 

Grandpapa to us children gave 
Its history, many a time — 

How it was borne, by wind and wave. 
From Germany's fair clime. 

How his grandsire — ingenious man 
With true, inventive thought — 

Had been the skillful artisan 
Who had this heirloom wrought. 

Through all these years, what mem'ries 
cling 

To him who ne'er denied 
Our wish to see how everything 

Was going on inside ! 
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How rapturous our childish glee 

As, at the noonday chime, 
A little maid danced out to see 

If it were dinner-time! 

A check to innocent delight 

Our timid spirits caught. 
When " Old Bluebeard " appeared in 
sight — 

'' The black sheep " of the lot ! 

That is, we called him " Old Bluebeard," 

Because he looked so grim 
And seemed so stern, we almost feared 

The very name of him. 

When Cousin Flo, the household pet, 

TJnto her birth-day fete 
Invited us, what fear beset 

Her heart — lest we be late ! 

^' Be sure to come in time," said she — 

Her dimpled cheeks aglow — 
"For Grandpa's clock there — don't you 
see? — 

Is not a moment slow." 
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A faithful old chronometer! 

That marked the moments past 
Until its hands refused to stir — 

Its work was done, at last. 

As if its very heart were tried 
By human grief and pain, 

It stopped the night Grandpapa died, 
And never ticked again. 



There is nothing so sweet 

In the promises given 
To mortals who linger below, 

As the comforting prospect 

Of meeting in Heaven 
The dear ones we loved long ago. 

That we shall clasp hands 

Again over the river 
With those who have passed on before, 

And dwell in the beautiful 

Mansions together 
Assuages our grief evermore. 



i 
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Of all blessed hopes 

Is there one that is dearer 
That points to ineffable bliss, 

Or one that brings friends 

In the Benlah-land nearer 
To desolate hearth-stones than this? 

O Earth had been drear 

As companions departed, 
A region enshrouded in gloom. 

Except for this ray 

That to us, the sad-hearted. 
Illumined their path to the tomb. 

It may be enwreathed 

In a halo of glory 
They hover about us again. 

Repeating the wonderful 

Bethlehem story 
That shepherds first heard on the plain. 

Ethereal beings! 

We long to enfold them, 
But may not touch even the hem 

Of their gossamer garments, 
Nor can we behold them 
Till we are transfigured like them, 
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Thank God for his word 
From whose fullness we borrow 

The essence of peace and content, 
The strength of our hope 
And the solace for sorrow 

In infinite tenderness blent. 

Like sunlight it is 

To the shadowed condition 
Of thresholds Death's angel has crossed, 

To live in the thought 

Of the sweet recognition 
Of faces remembered and lost. 
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I saw her swung round in the public dance, 

Kowena so young and fair, 
By a dozen or so of the gayest gallants 

That ever breathed ballroom air; 
Till her head so dizzy, she sank in a swoon, 

A sight for a saint to deplore, 
Kowena just out with the roses in June, 

And sweeter than roses she wore. 

She lay like a flow'ret all wilted and pale, 

Subdued by the hot-house glare. 
While tresses like sunlight fell down in a veil 

Over shoulders bewitching and bare; 
O where was her guardian gentle and wise? 

Ay, where could the mother have been, 
Not seeing, though patent to hundreds of eyes, 

The peril Kowena was in ? 

They called her society's pet and a belle, 

At sweet seventeen — how I sighed — 
For down in my heart was a tremor and swell 

As if for a soul that had died, 
Could it be that a school girl of innocent teens 

Was beginning to fade? Yes, alas! 
This is just what comes to society's queens, 

And soon from the stage they pass. 
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If there's a boon reserved for me 
And I could choose what it shall be, 
This, every day and everywhere, 
Should be my earnest, anxious prayer: 
That never wish of mine might cling 
Around some vain and trifling thing. 

The gifts of Earth, that seem so great, 

I would not overestimate; 

Be not enslaved by love of gold, 

Nor in my meditations hold 

The futile longing that my name 

Be written on the scroll of fame. 

I^or would I covet costly gems 
Befitting royal diadems; 
Nor fabrics rich whose dazzling sheen, 
Might sway the heart of Fashion's queen, 
With fairest colors blended in 
Surpassing rose, or berylline. 

If ornament I would bespeak 
'Twould be " a spirit, pure and meek," 
Whose perfect, all-diffusive grace 
Might glow, and overspread my face. 
And lend the radiance to my way 
That blessed sunlight gives to-day. 
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And I would ask a heart made free 
From envy, pride, and vanity — 
A heart to be, when purified 
From all that is to sin allied, 
With love of everything imbued 
That's beautiful, and true, and good. 

So should my life, till I am old. 

In sweet beneficence unfold; 

For, though the world may bear in mind 

The query, " What is left behind ? " 

Shall angels ask, when all is o'er, 

" What deeds of good have gone before ? " 



Oh, nobody knows what felicity is 

Who never has dwelt in a tenement block, 

And wakened from dreamy experiences 
To hear a strange key fitted into the lock ! 

Been roused by the shufiling of lumbering feet 
And Babel of voices outside of the door; 

Or music of infants in harmony sweet, 
Or neighbors who do everlastingly snore. 
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Been seized with convulsions when measles appeared 
And lodged with the occupants just overhead; 

Or else that tattooer so much to be feared 

Whose presence is shown by a pennon of red. 

One opens a window at earliest dawn 
To let in a breath of salubrious air; 

When, as from a legion of frying-pans drawn, 
Comes somebody's bacon ascending the stair. 

While griddle-cakes, onions, and cabbage combined 
Make up such an exquisite nosegay of smell, 

That scentless the person must be disinclined 
Forever 'mid unctuous odors to dwell. 

How kind in the tenants the postman to hail 

And ask him whose letters he's bringing to-day, 

And carelessly hang o'er the baluster rail 

To read all the " postals " that come in their way ! 

While gossipers curious through many a blind 
Are peeping chagrined and to envy allied, 

Because the old doctor, so thoroughly kind. 
The pretty young widow has taken to ride. 

His patient — of course - — but the meddlesome knew 
That one needed not the sharp eyes of the lynx 

To see him her slave — and a bachelor, too — 
And she — " Oh I the slyest and artfulest minx ! " 
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Supposing at eve on the balcony stand 
A rapturous 'couple discoursing on love; 

When, spiteful the purpose and dextrous the hand, 
The dust-pan that empties from regions above. 

Or faces upturned to admire the moon 
Are met by a copious, pitiless shower 

Of liquid o'erflowing — as if a lagoon 

Had suddenly burst in some overhung bower. 

Or impish young rowdies, from lighted cigar — 
Just in from belated, hilarious lark — 

Waft over the transom unguarded ajar 

To frighten the timid, a mischievous spark. 

Oh, these are but few of the pleasures that wait 
On innocent mortals, compelled to abide 

In a tenement block by the fiat of Fate, 

Who must to their purses surrender their pride ! 



Of course I visited " The Fair," 

That wonderful tableau, 
And ever since IVe dreamed about 

The glitter and the show. 
My purse is lighter than my dreams, 

But then it matters not, 
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Because mv vestibule is full 

Of trinkets that I bought. 
I did it just because they said, 

'Twould help the orphans dear; 
Who, like the happy pensioners, 

Are growing every year. 
For I'm an orphan, ^and I wish 

Somebody'd make a will 
And leave me, out of dear regard, 

A million-dollar bill. 
I wonder why, when opulence 

Is lavished everywhere, 
Somehow, some way — it's cruel, too - 

I never get my share. 
Of all these odds, I'll never know 

The meaning, I am sure; 
But nothing bad, I hope, for things 

Of vertu — should be pure. 
The dam-ed tidies flung around — 

So nice, and new, and neat — 
Will do for napkins when I'm short — 

That is, when I'm to eat. 
That lovely nun will comfort Charles 

Who went to take a ride. 
And some one stole his dearest girl — 

At that toboggan slide. 
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Now, here's a fancy, daubed with paint, 

A reticule of plush; 
The fairv told me it was made 

To hold a scrubbing brush. 
Those scented bags of silk and lace — 

I know it was a sin 
To buy so many — but they'll do 

To put potatoes in. 
I had a crazy-quilt before. 

But mine was not unique; 
And so I thought I'd purchase these — 

Don't say — "a foolish freak ! " 
For unexpected wants and ways 

Will bring them into play; 
One cannot have too many things — 

And just the other day 
The dear " Society Humane " 

Took on about the horse; 
Their brute-al talk and sympathy 

Affected me of course. 
Especially when they demurred 

Against the " checking " woes — 
As though they'd like to put the strap 

Around the owner's nose. 
So, if I travel any more, 

My naked steed shall wear 
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A blankelrsuit made out of 'those 

Mementos of the Fair. 
No doubt, before the winter's gone, 

The costume to complete. 
Some good Samaritan will have 

On mittens for his feet. 
And so may kind humanity 

Such shocking evils chase 
Till thoughtless cruelty is driven 

To take the equine's place. 
To think of spending every dime 

For endless bric-a-brac, 
And have to trust in Providence 

Until I get it back ! 
My larder doesn't hold a bone, 

A crust, or a turnip pie — 
If or can I buy a turkey-wing 

For a decade, if I try. 
But I could live on melody, 

Nor perish for supplies. 
If I had drawn — they said I would — 

The " big piano " prize. 
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Gladstone! thou art a conqueror, 

Who rul'st by tongue and pen 
In words of eloquence that stir 

The souls of other men; 
Thy dauntless will braves everything — 

Yea, even a monarch's frown — 
Thou art by nature bom a king, 

Who needest not a crown. 

What though' the proud aristocrat 

Disdain thy cherished dreams. 
And shafts of venom level at 

Thy long-projected schemes; 
What though Victoria withhold 

Her favor and her smiles. 
And journals bought by Tory gold 

Descant on artful wiles ! 

In olden time there lived a man 

By priest and Pharisee 
Despised, put under social ban; 

In whom benignity 
Illumined every act and word, 

Like Heaven's radiance fair; 
Whom " common people " gladly heard 

And followed everywhere. 
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On thee, more hnnum, less divine, 

A mightr nation dotes — 
Gladstone! the people's hearts are thine! 

And have not thev the votes? 
And so may ^' Home Rnle '* yet be wrought, 

Though as in earthquake shocks, 
And even royalty be taught 

To fear the ballot-box. 

Hibemia's isle, sad sea-girt place, 

Expectant looks to thee 
Her yoke to lift, her wrongs efface. 

And set her people free. 
O man of wisdom I shouldst thou fail, 

From Erin's hapless soul 
One agonizing, bitter waU 

Shall sound from pole to pole. 

Have not " Reform " and reason gained 

Fulfillment of that plan. 
Whereby hath "granger Hodge" obtained 

His right to be a man? 
Xow, manor-homes on British soil 

Are full of gratitude 
To thee who by unceasing toil 

Secured their greatest good. 
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Of England's names that all revere 

Shall none be placed above 
Her matchless statesman, wise premier, 

" The grand old man '' we love; 
Then let admirers transmarine 

Congratulations send 
To one whom all the world hath seen 

To be " the people's friend." 
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Fair as Aurora I beheld thee standing, 

A kiss light wafted from thy lovely lips. 

While gay " Bon voyage ! " echoed from the landing 
Down by the place of anchorage and ships. 

Soft eyes were thine, of clearest stellar vision, 
Thy face — Circassians pearl might never wear 

A profile chiseled with such rare precision, 
A cameo, its frame thy midnight hair. 

Beyond admiring gaze the vessel bore thee 

Where ocean's monarch wooed thee smiling, and 

Thy elemental pathway smoothed before thee, 
I, disregarded, dreaming on the strand. 
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I mused upon thy youthful aspiration^ 

What bright allurement in some distant scene? 
A star at court, were such thy fascination, 

Might royalty itself proclaim thee queen. 

Perchance an artist thou, with intuition 
To give to common things diviner glow, 

And eager in salon or Exposition 
To vie with Kaphael and Angelo. 

Had music swept thy soul witii inspiration 
Like that of frenzied liszt or Mendelssohn ? 

And envy prompted thee, or emulation, 

To make the master's wondrous skill thine own? 

Sweet mystery! thou wert Somebody's Daughter 
Alone upon tiie billow — this is why 

I prayed that every peril of the water 
Might be averted, and serene thy sky. 

In that Old World, O maiden migratory. 
And venturesome to brave the briny foam. 

Beware the silly, soft, seductive story 
Of titled splendor and a ducal home. 

Deep in my heart thine image holds possession, 
All surging with emotion's geyser-fount. 

Lest Fate beguile thee, beautiful impression, 
To wed an impecunipus Pseudo-Count. 
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A stranger in that statued hall, 
The antiquated outer court 
Of a great nation^s Capitol, 
And glory of her civic home, 
Where once the makers of the law, 
Columbia's sons in council met. 
Then passed away and place to others gave, 
Who, like themselves, should yet return 
Transformed by Phidian art. 
Each on his pedestal immovable to stand, 
A silent spectacle, to be reviewed, admired 
And Avondered at by thousands now, 
And generations yet to come — 
A stranger there before that sculptured form 
In alabaster purity enwrought. 
Spell-bound I stood and mute. 

Even as he 
Whose true similitude it bore. 
In native majesty might once have stood 
And, of the assembled, silent throng 
With forehead bared and reverent of mien. 
Asked with deep earnestness: 

" Who is the great man 
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That in the imperishable stone 
Would genius thns perpetuate ? " 
Oil, I can see that awe-struck multitude, 
From this the perfect counterpart 
Unto its splendid prototype. 
Transfer their gaze with quick response, 

'' Dost thou not know thvself ? " 
So of true greatness this how passing strange, 
Which is alike its honor and reproach, 
Xever itself to comprehend ! 

Long did I linger tliere, 
Absorbed in contemplating one alone 
Of all those exquisite designs. 
There stood the man, magnificent, 
Stately, superb, and calm, 
In physiognomy so faithfully portrayed 
That exery line perplexity had wrought, 
Or care upon the living model traced, 
Pathetic token seemed to give 
Of burdens such as none beside 
Had ever borne. In all art's triumphs yet 
Truer than this was nothing seen — 
A head so dignified in poise, 
And shapely of contour, 
Suggestive of a symmetry 
And strength of intellect remarkable, 
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From mediocre men that parted him 
As one who trod sublimer heights. 

Those firm and quiet lips 
I half expected might unclose in anecdote 
Or move with smiles and drollery, 
Or that the eyes that looked no more on earth 
Might suddenly of his rare humor show 
A scintillating gleam. 

There was the hand, 
Itself unmanacled and free, 
That burst the fetters of the slave, 
And struck for Liberty its mighty blow. 
What countless other hands 
Betimes that honest palm had pressed. 
And known the touch reciprocal 
Of true fraternity ! 

I wondered if some clasp. 
Like that a brother might bestow. 
Of those strong fingers, sinewy, yet kind, 
Round others soft and white and small 
A Cinderella glove might well befit. 
With words encouraging' of hope and cheer. 
The artist's inspiration were who thus. 
By woman's work so wonderfully wrought 
Her friend and self to please, 
Pleased all mankind. 
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I mused on her assiduous, patient toil, 
Her silent disregard of all critique 
Adverse or envious, her deep anxiety. 
The glow of confidence within her heart 
That brightened as the statue grew. 
Until was ended the Herculean task, 
And fame achieved by glorious success. 

Departing sunlight fell 
Across the spacious hall, 
With one resplendent, dying gleam. 
And so transfigured that benignant face, 
I thought of him as standing where of old 
The trio of disciples did — 

With Jesus on the Mount. 



\ 
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He is with the sanctified 

I am sure, I am sure, 
But the neighbors said he died 

Very poor, very poor; 
He had neither lands nor gold. 
And his clothes were worn and old; 
All his worldly goods when told 
In a little bundle rolled. 

There were two things; one was a 

Hectic cough, hectic cough. 
And the hearse with horses gray 

Bore him off, bore him off. 
In the coffin long and slim. 
In the foggy morning dim — 
Mourners ? there were none for him 
But the sexton grave and grim. 

His was trustfulness without 

Parallel, parallel. 
For he never seemed to doubt 

All was well, all was well; 
In the midst of pain severe, 
Spectral-visaged famine near. 
Faith was ever bright and clear 
As celestial atmosphere. 
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In some solemn interval 

When I see, when I see, 
Splendid grief and funeral 

Pageantry, pageantry,' 
Then I think, in obsequies. 
Like those gilded mockeries, 
Vastly more of sorrow is 
Than a simple train like his. 

And along the graveyard way, 

Piteous, piteous. 
There's a voice that seems to say 

" Lazarus, Lazarus ! " 
Coming from a stately tomb 
Over where the flowers bloom; 
And it gives a thought of gloom. 
It suggests the sinner's doom. 

Halo-crowned the saint appears, 

Abraham, Abraham, 
Patriarch of blessed years; 

As a lamb, as a lamb. 
Gently to his bosom pressed. 
Like the one beloved best 
Leaning on the Saviour's breast, 
The disciple is at rest. 



1 
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Paul, a soldier of the cross ! 

Pressing forward to the prize, 
Counting worldly honors dross, 

Hoping that, beyond the skies, 
He, victorious, might claim 
Meed surpassing earthly fame ! 

Paul, the hero, valor-crowned ! 

Falt'ring not when Duty called, 
Boldly treading thorny ground. 

Facing danger, unappalled, 
'Neath majestic spire and dome 
Of malicious, wicked Rome ! 

Paul, the martyr! harassed by 

Merciless and cruel foes, 
Daring for the truth to die. 

Knowing that, as Jesus rose 
From the grave, so also he 
Should with Him in glory be ! 
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Paul, the saint ! in Heaven to-day, 
^Mid the valiant, ransomed throng 

Who, before the throne alway. 
Swell the glad, triumphant song 

Of divine, redeeming love 

Sung by seraph hosts above I 

Paul, our model! tried and true,' 
Faithful till his course was run — 

God, whose will he sought to do. 

Him the plaudit gave, " Well done ! '^ 

Thus unswerving, O that all 

Might be more like noble Paul ! 



How strangely we look at existence, as though 
Such a long, long way we have to go! 

With hope, half shielding a doubt 
In the vague contemplation of time and space. 
That some how, or where, we shall reach some place 

When the tension of life gives out. 

We talk of our projects and future careers 
As if we expected to compass the years 

That old Methuselah did; 
As if far too short for the glory of men 
Were the common allotment of threescore and ten 

From the crib to the coffin-lid. 
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As moments pass when the skies are fair, 
And the sunlight rays fall everywhere, 

We bound over step and stile; • 

And from the starting, as we reflect 
Upon the journey in retrospect. 

Seems only a little while. 

But when the heavens are overspread 
With sullen gloom, and the stars are fled. 

And the path with briers lined. 
We grow discouraged, and sigh and say: 
" It is all up-hill, and a rugged way. 

And happiness far behind." 

And so, like children in petty despair 

At thought of dressing and combing the hair 

And lacing their shoes each day 
As long as they live, we pine and fret. 
And ponder the duties that must be met. 

As giants that bar the way. 

O pilgrim traveler along life's road. 
Like Christian bending beneath your load 

And counting each weary mile. 
Be not impatient to lay it down ! 
From bearing the cross to wearing the crown 

Will be but a little while. 
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O good advice so much I need — 

How kind the critics are! 
They tell me, if I would succeed, 
That I must study, think, and read — 
But not so fast — nor far. 

They wonder oft how I indite 
From pictures fancy-drawn, 
In fleeting visions of the night, 
A moment seen, then lost to sight 
By others crowding on. 

They tell me that " the poets " spend 

A week upon a line; 
And lovely language twist and bend 
Till rhyme and rhythm seem to blend 

Into a thing divine. 

They say that I must plan and plot, 

As wise romances do; 
That thus are shapely stanzas wrought 
Of scintillants from genius caught 

That sparkle like the dew. 
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Away, away ! it is not so ! 

In bubbling waves of thought 
My spirit seems to overflow, 
To dance, like billows, to and fro, 

Nor seek a resting-spot. 

If I should set a boundary 

To curb my facile quill, 
That I might not impatiently 
Leap over, it would have to be - 

Upon some heavenly hill. 

They say that " literary lights," 

The brightest of the age. 
Have had to worry days and nights. 
Like conscience-stricken anchorites. 

Upon a single page. 

So, let them sweat — they might do worse, 

I hope they do no wrong — 
But I disclaim, in easy verse. 
The aid of man's primeval curse. 

And revel in my song. 
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Here on the threshold of the place - 

Forever honored be its name ! — 
Where other footsteps than my own 
Have worn away the solid stone, 
I linger for a little space, 
The record silently to trace 

Of Alma Mater's cherished sons, 
Her galaxy of gifted ones, 
Who in life's earnest after-race 
Have stepped from Trinity to fame. 

Out on the world's broad table-land, 

In altitude of purer air, 
As diligent, successful men. 
As patriot and citizen, 
A serried phalanx, lo 1 they stand. 
With honest purpose, heart and hand. 
To do and dare, for God and good. 
All that becomes a brotherhood; 
- The nation's homage who command. 
And worthily their laurels wear. 



TRINITY COLLEGE. 17 7 

Ay, there are forces adequate 

To sway the universal mind, 
To fashion thought, in atmosphere 
Of culture born and nurtured here. 
Where powers benign co-operate 
To guard the Church, the Home, the State; 

Where precept and example meet. 

And wisdom holds exalted seat. 
And love and goodness meditate, 

But benison to all mankind. 

Columbia's pride ! Fortuna's key 

Lies hid in this Castalian well 5 
For you her magic token is. 
Who solve those classic mysteries, 
Where treasures deeper than the sea 
Await your " Open Sesame ! " 

Where majesty of intellect. 

The sovereignty that wins respect. 
Shall claim by merit proud degree. 

And fadeless wreath of immortelle. 
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AVe j?tood beside the sonlless clav, 

Tliat never more would rise 
Oil earth, and wiped our tears away, 

And closed the patient eyes 
That ne'er would ope again, till they 

Looked up in Paradise. 

Around her brow, with tender touch, 
AVe smoothed the soft brown hair; 

And whispered reverently — so much 
Of Heaven rested there. 

And called her angel — for as such 
She seemed, so pure and fair. 

And lingering in awe, we bent 

To gaze upon that face 
With mystic rapture eloquent, 

And knew some heavenly place 
Received her questioning soul, content 

In God's abounding grace. 



" CONSIDER THE LILIES:' 179 

Within the rigid hands that felt 

No touch of ours, we pressed 
Sweet, dewy lilies, as one knelt 

To fold the palms to rest 
Above the heart where long had dwelt 

Her Lord, an honored guest. 

Those pure, white flowers fit emblems were 

Of one whose life had been 
A silent, sure interpreter 

Of purity within; 
A life with quick impulse astir 

To rescue souls from sin. 

" Behold the lilies ! how they grow " 

Amid the dust and tares 
Of earth, yet still preserve the glow 

Their white-robed beauty wears; 
And oft, sweet human flowers we know 

Whose lives have been like theirs. 

" They toil not, neither do they spin," 

For earthly gain or gold, 
Yet deep their loving hearts within 

God's plans are all enrolled, 
And far beyond this world of sin 

His purpose shall unfold. 
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" Grove Beach ! ^' how cool it sounds ! 

A place beside the sea 
With lovely, shaded grounds, 

Suggests felicity 
To those who've sweltered, year by year. 
In summer's hottest atmosphere. 

With not a sign of foliage nigh, 

'Twixt arid earth and torrid sky. 

Refreshing comes the thought to me. 

While corpuscles of sweat 
EoU down my physiognomy 

All rubicund and wet. 
That there's a grove where one may lie 
And watch the white sails gliding by 

And catch the bracing billow breeze, 

So like a breath from frigid seas. 

'Twould save a world of queer mishaps 

If one could only go 
Without the trumpery and traps 

That make a traveling show; 
For trunk and box and bundle yet, 
Down at the sea, have seldom met 

Their anxious owner, minus holes 

As large as corporations' souls. 



A COOL PLAGE. 181 

Like " Fanny Fern's," my bane of life 

Is " things " — too many things ! 
There's my portmanteau fairly rife, 

With wraps and straps and strings, 
With freckle lotion, tan's delight 
In carmine puff or ^^ Lily White," 

And robes de nuit or negligees 

Just for a little holiday. 

Grove Beach ! A mecca thou shalt be 

To pilgrims from the town; 
To thy fair area by the sea 

The world is coming down 
To revel on a sylvan strand, 
To gather shells and shovel sand. 

Disport like nymphs in coral cells. 

And read the tale old Ocean tells. 
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O, I enjpy the ruddy hue 

Of mountain-tops by sunlight kissed, 
I revel in the gorgeous view 

Of skies of gold, or amethyst; 
And oft this thought that in me lies 
Their loveliness intensifies: 

It is a hand divine 

Those lines of splendor drew. 

And other eyes than mine 
Behold their beauty too. 

If Spring's enchantment thrills my heart, 

And stirs the depth of wonderment, 
When, like a miracle of art 

Enveloping a continent. 
Her matchless robe is spread around, 
A carpet o'er the barren ground. 

Were this fair tapestry 
My feet alone to press, 

'T would curb my ecstasy 
Like omens of distress. 
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That strange perversity of mood, 

With Nature's plan at variance, 
That holds the charm of solitude 

O'er that of busy, peopled haunts, 
That leads the anchorite to dwell 
In lonely cave, or cloister-cell, 

Is all a mystery; 

For such severe abode 

A prison were to me 
On Terror's road. 

Nor is it mine to understand 

The misanthropic, selfish heart. 
The avaricious grasping hand 

That hesitates to lose a part 
Of its abundant plenitude 
In generous gifts for others' good; 

Not on the chosen few 
Alone do blessings fall. 

But sun and rain and dew 
Refresh and gladden all. 
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treasure-freighted argosies, 
That come to me on dreamy seas ! 

Were ye but rich realities 

Borne hither by Fortuna's breeze, 
What distribution for joy's sake. 
Would I of your rare cargoes make; 
That they, with fervent lips 

Commingling love and prayer, 
Who sped the phantom-ships. 
Your merchandise might share. 

It is the holy calm of eve, 

No jarring sound the stillness mars. 

While angel-fingers seem to weave 
A canopy of sparkling stars; 

Amid the shining Pleiades 

1 search the bright interstices 
Until I seem to see 

Dear faces peering through. 
And know that Heaven for me 
Is one for others too. 



MT DEAR RELIGIOUS PAPER. 185 

It always comes when I am blue — 

And O ! the comfort in it ! 
I just perspire to read it through, 
Especially the "Race Review," 

In less than half a minute. 

A lovely sermon full of sense 

About the loaves and fishes 
Is followed by advertisements 
Upon the beauty and expense 

Of " Amberina " dishes. 

I read and reperuse with care, 

And heartilv endorse it, 
An item telling how to wear 
(With shoulders beautiful and bare) 

A " Skirt-supporting Corset." 

I meditate how true it is 

I am my brother's keeper; 
And lo ! behold where groceries 
To meet that awful crave of his 

Are sold a trifle cheaper. 
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It bids my drciopiiig 5]^rits rise. 

And^ as to speak it louder. 
In cafHtals before my eyes — 
A hint to all who adTertise — 

Puts " Eoyal Baking Powder/' 

There's one to whom I love to go 
When weary and down-hearted; 

Dear " Lydia Pinkham " ! — jnst as though 

She alwavs meant to stav below. 
And never had departed. 

And when for strength I hnmbly pray. 
Some n^giiish scion titters — 

^' Why, don't yon know, the papers say 

In double doses thrice a dav 
Go trv ' Ked Jacket Bitters ' " ? 

I wish mv life were more like Paul's, 

Devoted, nobler, truer. 
Until the editor extols 
A dandruff remedv in " Hall's 

Sicilian Hair Eenewer." 
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I hope the preachers are sincere, 

And not religious croakers; 
I hope so — but sometimes I fear 
They read that page without a tear 

On " Stocks and Bonds and Brokers." 

They write about besetting sin — 

To me a bit sarcastic, 
Who finds the illustration in 
A pretty girl with garments thin 

Who trips the " light fantastic." 

My aching heart suffused with grief 

Pulsates a little faster 
To know that there is sweet relief, 
And human agony is brief 

Beneath " a Porous Plaster." 

But still I read it every part. 

Serene or sad or solemn; 
And then cut out and learn by heart, 
That cream of sugar, spice and tart. 

That awful " Funny Column." 
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Tlie times are hard — I cannot spare 

A dime — much leas a dollar; 
But I must resnbscribe, and wear — 
Which otherwise I would not dare — 
A train — but not a collar. 

On sauer kraut I'll waste away, 

111 bum a tallow taper; 
But never quite foiget to pray, 
Xor do without a angle day 

" My Dear Beligious Paper/' 



Comes one fraternal of the spirit led 

From lingering sojourn by the great imsalted wave, 
Remembering gracious words and kindly said 
By him the living, now the illustrious dead. 

To lay a flower on his grave. 

What if a tear the silent sod bedew? 

'Tis but the sign of lamentation everywhere 
For one who loved his fellows, and who drew 
Their varied portraiture in lines so true, 

And dealt with them so frank and fair. 
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Ah, none are left upon the mountain-peak, 
From vanity or self-laudation wholly free, 

Of honest, humbler effort who -shall speak, 

Robbing of acrimony keen critique, 
Candid and courteous as he. 

And few like him in whose forgiving thought 

A brother's faults were lost as in nepenthe^ s wave; 
Who look upon the erring as untaught, 
And for their frailties haplessly inwrought 
Sweet patience and forbearance crave. 

Belles-lettres misses from her galaxy 

Of brilliant men, a star of pure unsullied glow; 
Misses the happy fancy, jeux d'espnit, 
That of his gilded age so truthfully 

Unveiled the folly, sham, and show. 

Shall not his sparkling page the standard be, 

Illumined by jewels of refined and polished 
thought, 

For toiling tyros ? — in epitome. 

The faithful transcript of humanity 
With never vengeful line nor blot. 
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Genius is fallen ! and a soul benign 

Passed to those realms unvisited by spectral gloom ; 
While clasping hands the hemispheres combine 
Of amaranth and cypress to entwine 

Remembrance — garlands round his tomb. 



Site ^yio&t 0f gappitijesa. 

Oh where doth happiness abound? 

ITath it a charmed abode, 
Some sunlit, emerald crest of ground, 
Higher than all the hills around, 

Reached by a flowery road ? 

It came to me one golden day, 

I thought to hold it fast; 
It spake of leisure and delay. 
But soft as shadows steal away. 

Elusory, it passed. 

As light as misty shapes of dawn, 

As volatile as mirth, 
A moment mine, a moment gone 
Ere scarce the vision fixed upon 

This Will-o'-wisp of earth. 
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'T was but a transitory gleam 

By ardent fancy caught, 
The photographing of a dream 
As bright as bubbles on the stream, 

Developed into thought. 

As if a brainless effigy, 

Unworthy of caress. 
Offspring of jest and gayety. 
Of badinage or jeux d^ esprit — 

Such is not happiness. 

For happiness is higher bom, 

Of origin divine. 
Like the fair argosy of morn. 
O'er tempest-wave or seas forlorn 

That speeds its course benign. 

Oh, happiness is harmony 

With heavenly thoughts and things. 
That gives the spirit buoyancy. 
The steadiness, facility, 

And strength of eagles' wings. 
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It is the monitor designed 

To cheer and reaaeure; 
It is the daylight of the mind, 
Pellucid, scintillant, refined, 

Perennial and pure. 

" To-morrow happy we shall be," 

The multitude may say. 
In visions of futurity, 
"Who utter not, in joyful key, 

" Happy are we to-day," 
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